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“Don” in the Effete Monarchies. | plug out of the dykes and make it impossible 


No. 2. 


WIESBADEN, August 22, 1891. 
Did you eve 


to find the way up. At half-past seven a 
couple of puffy little tugs turned the Noord- 
land around and pulled and pushed her up to 


r write a letter and after mailing | the wharf, Adieux were said, everybody telling 


it wish that something might happen to pre- everybody e)se they were absolutely sure they 


vent it ever getting there? Often, indeed, I 


would meet again; when any two do meet 


have tried to overtake poor work with weary | they will be as surprised as if they had just 
wishes, and I sent up a sort of feeble prayer | dropped out of the clouds, The examination 


that the dizzy composition which got itself to- 
gether in the smoking-room of the Noordland 
might discover its unworthiness and jump 
overboarc on the way home. I was having 
such a nice, lazy time, it seemed a shame to 
spoil it with work, Every now and then my 
conscience had a twinge, and I went around 
and asked if I could do anything for the family, 
but never insisted. I ordered myself to work, 
but somehow could not even insist on that. 
After leaving everything until the last minute, 
I wpund it up hurriedly and sent it away, sat- 
isfying myself that I had written something 
for the paper, yet inwardly wishing disaster 
ta overtake the poor critter before it could 
give me away in print. Supp sing, however, 
that it has appeared, I must take up the 
thread—I believe my ministerial brethren cail 
it the thread—of my discourse as we pass 
Dover. It is,customary to remark the chalk 
cliffs at this point and to say something of his- 
torical value; please supply this to suit your- 
self, Farther up, as the Channel widens into 
the Great North Sea, in which the pleasing 


of baggage by the customs authorities is 
merely nominal, but the crowd and crush gave 
me a bad half hour with my infant class, 
The ex Alderman and myself finally huddled 
our belongings, animate and otherwise, into 
and on to three hacks and started for Hotel St. 
Antoine. The memory shall never die of the 
wild ride we had up the stony streets, Ant- 
werp drivers are in a hurry and thread 
through the narrow streets with gay reckless- 
ness which adds to the interest of the trip. 
It was still Sunday, though how a self-respect- 
ing Sunday with any Sabbatarian traditions 
could stay over night in a place like Antwerp, 
no one can tell. Shops and saloors were wide 
open, and we passed fully a hundred dogs 
drawing bread and bottle wagons as their 
main aim, and getting in our road and under 
the horses’ feet as their incidental business, 
The St. Antoine was full, though the pro- 
prietor said he had one small room he could 
give us. On counting up how many were left 
over after the ride and finding thirteen still in 
the party, we moved on to Hotel l'Europe. 


song tells us there once lived a whale, the | They, too, had one room left, but it was the 


masts and etceteras of the rig- 
ging of a ship projected from the 
water. Enquiry developed the in- 
formation that this once stately 
ship was being rapidly engulfed by 
the Goodwin Sande. If you have 
ever read Clark Russell you are 
aware that no conscientious and 
well informed mariner ever passse 
these hungry, and, in fact, insati- 
able sands, without giving at least 
one full-sized shudder. Having 
given a shudder apiece and re- 
called some of the terrible wrecks 
which gave rise to the habit, we 
passed on, glancing at the bathing 
towns on the beach and looking 
with great care through every 
available glass to see if there was 
anyone in swimming. 
s 
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Fiushing, that queer, little Dutch 
town at the mouth of the Scheldt, 
seemed to have had a fresh coat of 
red paint the day before and the 
good ship Noordland kept well 
away from shore for fear she might 
rub some of it off. It was Sunday 
afternoon but there were no par- 
ticular signs of Sabbatarianism 
having disturbed the day’s pleas- 
ures, and, considerably shocked, 
we took on a fresh pilot and went 
up stream. As you are perhaps 
not as fresh from a geography 
lesson on this part of the world 
as I am, it may b2 stated that 
Antwerp is some forty-seven miles 
up the crooked stream. Dykes 
keep the water at high tide from 
ruthlessly entering the front par- 
lors of the industrious Dutchmen 
who raise garden sass thereabouts. 

In some educational work I re- 

member having read about a 

young Hans or Fritz who dis- 

covered a leak in one of these 

dykes and stuck his thumb into 

the hole and kept it there till it 

swelled to a most unnatural and 

painful size. Unless I am con- 

founding the history of this young 

man with the memoirs of one John 

Horner, Fritz is said to have saved Hol- 
land by this handy use of his thumb, But 
our youthful idols are subject to divers and 
dreadful accidents in this cynical age, and a 
gentleman who was born in Holland and works 
on a newspaper in Philadelphia confided to me 
that he did not believe the story. It is hard, 
I confess, tosee where a thumb could get its 
work in, to any great extent, in a dyke con- 
siderably wider than a railroad grade. 

We passed numerous excursion steamers 
with brass bands and reckless young people on 
board who were drinking beer and having a 
good time just as if it were Saturday morning 
or even late Monday night. An ocean steamer’s 
funnels were sticking out of the watera few 
miles up the river, and the captain told me the 
remainder of the ship was just beneath the 
surface. She, too, was sinking in the dreadful 
quicksands equally as hungry and shudderful 
as those named after Mr. Goodwin. On ac- 
count of the presence of these sands and the 
habit of the river’s banks of getting in front 
of the ship, navigation is never undertaken at 
night by anything bigger than a canal boat. 
The low landscape is pretty but monotonous. 
The sunset was gorgeous beyond description, 
and hereafter when I see those chromos with 
a Dutch homestead in the center, a windmill 
atone side and a big Flanders horse and cart 
in the other corner, I shall not imagine that 
the painter upset his pot of yellow trying to 
depict the impossible. 
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The banks of the Scheldt are fortified, the 
forts being something like big potato pits 
with lids over them. Antwerp in the good 
old days when Spaniards, French and every- 
body else fought for possession of the Low 
Countries, suffered much from the closing up 
of the river by rival armies and navies. Even 
now it looks as if it would be easy to pull the 


with tallow, melted to please a saint, unsightly 
floors and tinsel altars, which keep one from 
soaring above the things which anchor more 
souls than are uplifted by the noble works of 
art. People may rave over the interior of 
Antwerp Cathedral, but it made me tired and 
I was glad when our voluble and painstaking 
guide suggested a visit to St. Paul’s. Away 
down in the oldest part of the town this ancient 
and sightly church of the Dominicans is 
hidden away, and hard by it is Mt, Calvary. I 
had seen some sights elsewhere, but this Mecca 
of the Belgian peasantry knocked out every- 
thing else in the line of scriptural imagery. 
* 
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Entering chrough a wide, commonplace hall, 
one turns to the right and standing at a door- 
way faces the queerest business, outdoing 
many times over Madam Tussaud’s wax 
works. A steep hill, perhaps a hundred 
and fifty feet long, rises up quite steeply, 
its steps worn smooth by the knees and feet 
of peasant women whose dogs and carts wait 
outside while the devotees pray for luck in 
field and market anda by-and-by with some 
rest, sweet, sweet rest init. Artificiel rocks, 
looking like lava or the slack of an iron fur- 
nace, diversify the uplifted surface of what is 
little more than a triangular courtyard, and 
the twelve apostles and other evangelical 
gentry whose names I°did not catch, stand as 
life-size sentries when you pass up. Before 
you is the Crucifixion, with its painful details 
rendered horrible by crude sculpture and a 


THE ROMANCER. 


grand salon in which four beds are kept in] desire to make the spectacle attractive to 


case of emergency. ‘‘One family could take 
this; it would give her great pleasure,” said 
the landlady, ‘‘ to confer the use of the carving 
pantry upon the other.” The c. p. was examined 
and found insufficient. After much beseech- 
ing two rooms reserved for a family to arrive 
that night from Hull were given us, ard the 
rocking earth sank back once more into its 
regular gait. What became of the family from 
Hull the good Lord only knows, but I pity them 
if they had to bunk in the pantry which smelled 
of ages and cycles of ages of victuals which had 
passed away. There wasa kermesse in progress 
and this, together with the arrival of the ocean 
steamer, gave Antwerp hotels such a jolt that 
I reckon somebody including the family trom 
Hull had to sit up all night, It is a gay old 
town on every night of the seven, and I enjoyed 
the first half of the evening sitting at a boule- 
vard cafe watching the crowd, better than the 
second half which I spent trying to stay ina 
billowy Datch bed six inches too short for me. 
+ 


* * 

The cathedral is the first point of interest 
and thither, as in duty bound, we went and 
gazed at the endless line of pictures and carv- 
ings representing every known apostle, saint, 
angel and martyr from Joseph to Jerome, Not 
satisfied with giving the visitor an illustrated 
chronological tree of the New Testament and 
Roman Catholic Church, the managers of this 
saintly panorama have repeated the subjects 
and mixed things up so that an untrained eye 
loses itself and forgets just whose martyr- 
dom or beatitudes it is working at. There are 
acres of interior and none of the space is unfilled, 
The architecture of the exterior is great but the 
interior is not imposing, it having been over- 
done and transformed into a series of picture 
galleries and displays of carving. The work 
is grand sometimes, always impressive, but 
often there is the tawdry candle rack covered 


sightseers, At one side Peter is having what 
resembles a fit and a big stone rooster is crow- 
ing a loud cock-a-doodle-doo. The woman ot 
Samaria is there, and if my memory serves me 
right very few whose names are at all promin- 
ent in the books of the Apostles have been 
overlooked, Passing under the main mount 
in a sort of a cave is found what purports to be 
the sepulchre of our Saviour, sealed with the 
Roman coat of arms and watched over by a 
couple of soldiers. Looking through a window 
at one side, a sculptured body representing our 
dead Lord can be seen reposing in the tomb. 
Passing behind the tomb one enters purgatory 
and is surrounded by the tortured damned ina 
way likely to make the straightest hair curl up 
tight, it isso hot. Eyes and tongues hang out 
amidst yellow flames with forks on them ten 
feet long. The guide was proceeding to ex- 
plain to the children that this was where bad 
p20ple went to, but the whole thing made them 
laugh in a shivery sort of way, and he was very 
brief. I was glad to see it. It is the embodi- 
ment of a horrible idea that I could never 
entertain, and now I feel sure that nothing but 
a diseased imagination or the supposed neces- 
sity of terrifying the ignorant could have tor- 
tured such a meaning out of the inspired word. 
Logically enough the artists of centuries ago 
have expressed what by intimation nine-tenths 
of Protestants preach or have preached until 
lately. It isa mixture of the horribie and the 
ludicrous sufficiently glaring to stop the mouth 
of the wildest revivalist, and Iam sorry that I 
am the only one of our ministerial association 
who has seen it, or having seen it has described 
this realistic picture of how our forefathers 
supposed hell to have been constructed, 


The church itself is very ancient, the great 
fire leaving it is true but a portion of it, but 
enough to impress the beholder with the art of 


long ago. The same painful processions show- 
ing our Saviour carrying His cross and 
illustrating the first time He fell down on the 
road, the second time, the third and so on, 
spoil again the beauty of the story of the Grand- 
est Sacrifice Earth or Heaven has ever seen. 
May I be believed to say it reverently, picturesof 
the Saviour, whether within the yellow time- 
worn covers of the old family bible, or on the 
canvas of great painters, jar upon something 
within me which has even yet escaped the dull- 
ing, deadeningand hardening result of life's wear 
and tear. The picture of the Great Master was 
painted long, long ago at my mother’s knee, on 
a heart which may retain little else that is 
good save His picture and hers. Time cannot 
obliterate the gentle touches of the hand that 
developed our first ideals, nor can we exchange 
the face our first pious impulses painted for 
the beauties of the conception of the greatest 
artist. I should thank no painter, no matter 
how great his skill and renown, to paint for me 
the face of an ideal of my mother, that I might 
become educated beyond the sweet and tender 
reality of the face I cherish. No more can I, in 
what is perhaps my ignorant clinging toan old 
ideal of Christ’s face, exchange it for that of 
the great masters who have painted Him in the 
cathedrals and on the canvases of Europe as 
an effeminate man with curly beard and long 
hair parted in the middle. I want something 
stronger and more manly in my Christ and I 
can have it by cherishing my old picture, in 
spite of preachers and painters. There is one 


picture here especially horrible, depicting the 
Saviour carrying His cross. When He starts 
out He is ruddy and plump, at the end He is 
emaciated and skrunken until His ribs are 
scarce covered by flesh and skin enough to hide 
their whiteness. It is horrible, but is it lovely 
or conducive to either belief or an appreciation 
of what He underwent for our sakes? 

The Hotel de Ville, or City Hall (1565) is away 
ahead of ours. It was built to last, and it is 
full of artistic work. The guide kept us look- 
ing at pictures on the ceilings until our necks 
were nearly dislocated. This one was by Peri- 
grini, or Peagreenie, a pupil of Peter Paul 
Rubens. This was by P. P. Rubens himself! 
The guide overworked Mr. Rubens. He was 
doubtless a great painter, but in one short day 
one may get too much of a good thing. 
He evidently expected us to fall down and 
worship Mr. Rubens and everything he did. 
I had heard of the gentleman before, but 
nothing to warrant adoration, and I refused, 
much to the guide’s disgust, to break my neck 
in two. ‘“ Zees peecture was paint by Peter 
Paul Rubens laying on hees back ; it show zee 
industries of Antvearp!” Very iikely, but I 
could not lie on my back to look at it, and a 
glance had to do. Finally, whenever he said 
* Peter Paul Rubens,” or began to dilate on 
what had been done in “eieven hunner,” I 
went into.a trance, and the rest of the com- 
pany looked elsewhere, hoping to see some- 
thing that Rube hadn’t done. The council 
chamber, where a burgomaster sits who has 
been in office for more terms than even our 
own Edward F., is a very expensive and finely 
finished room. On each side of the mayor's 
chairs are those of the six aldermen, while a 
step below are the desks of the twenty-five 
councilmen. There, too, is the Proscription 
room, where the youth of the city have to draw 
lots to see if they must serve in the army. 


And there is the marriage room, where the 
civil part of the wedding must be gone 
through with, for while Antwerp is intensely 
Catholic, Belgium is Liberal and recognizes the 
civil contract. Those who have no money can 
be married free, and from the pauper cere- 
mony prices run from fifty cents up to hupn- 
dreds of dollars. Funerals, I am told, are 
worked on the same plan ; one may be buried 
for nothing or interred so expensively that the 
corpse may wish he hadn’t died, lest there be 
not estate enough to pay for putting him out 
of sight, or what in this densely populated 
country is of more importance, out of sme)k 
In spite of all these expenses and the keeping 
up of kings, nobles and armies, as far as I could 
learn the citizens of Antwerp, or as it is called 
in French, Anvers, have far less taxes of every 
sort to pay than we have who live in Toronto. 
We next followed our guide to the Steen, on 
the banks of the Scheldt, which unfortunately 
enough also dated from “eleven hunner.” It 
is an old prison, once the Belgian headquarters 
of the Spanish Inquisition, now a museum 
where the chair and bea of Peter Paul Rubens 
and other notabilities can be seen but not 
touched—“ teching of things” is “ verboken,’” 
or something to that effect. Museums are 
tiresome things. It is well enough to preserve 
old things that those interested may find out 
what furniture and dishes looked like a thou- 
sand years ago, and guns and long jab knives 
and halberds and armor are queer enough, but 
& few minutes suffices for looking 
at them. Mr. Rubens’ bed and. 
chair are uncomfortable-looking 
relics, and 1 hope their former 
occupant has a more comfortable 
abiding-place with modern im- 
provements of some sort, or he 
must be very, very tired by now. 
The thumb-screws and _bone- 
crackers, the manacles and steel 
collars, the chairs and things they 
fastened their victims to the wall 
with—these are interesting re- 
minders of the good old days when 
religious belief meant something 
more than renting a pew in 
church, The old Inguisitors were 
as logical as Calvinists, though 
their doctrine was not quite so 
cruel. They believed it better to 
torture the body than to permit 
the soul to live in heresy and die 
unshrived. To them it seemed a 
kindness to crackle the bones of a 
heretic rather than let him live 
and lead other souls to perdition. 
All that is needed to renew the 
methods of the Inquisition is a 
sect or body of men who feel as 
sure as the old Catholic fathers did 
that they alone are right, together 
with nerve and power enough to 
carry out the idea that everyone 
who thinks differently must be 
tortured until he changes his 
mind. Fortunately enough for 
heretics like myself, the times are 
forever past when a gray-bearded 
monk or close-shaven priest can 
force me to believe with him or 
scream on the rack. He might 
think he was doing me a kindness 
and God a service, but that would 
not make it any pleasanter for m2. 
This country has gone to the other 
extreme since the “good old days.” 
Toronto will some day revolt from 
the Blue Laws of those who are 
trying to force people to be good 
and are succeeding in making 
more hypocrites than genuine con- 
verts. Rather than stand the tor- 
ture, heretics were prone to recant 
and denounce their fellows ; rather than stand 
the torture of pulpit denunciation and religio- 
social ostracism, modern heretics too are apt to 
pretend to beliefs which at heart they feel to 
be wrong. Rowdies no doubt pelted stones 
at the martyrs who were burning at 
the stake, and shouted loudest in the de- 
nunciation of Christ and in acceptance of 
Barabbas, and I have no doubt the toughs 
and fanatics who have been causing trouble in 
the Queen’s Park are of the very same order of 
men, The stringent laws which shut people 
up in the city for lack of street cars and amuse- 
ments elsewhere, are a part of the old order of 
things and will end in the same way—by a 
social revolution in favor of license, which may 
be even more objectionable than repression. 
But to return to the Steen. We went down- 
stairs and saw the dungeons, I can hear the 
drip, drip of the water yet; it seems to run 
down my spine and I have as much trouble 
drawing a breath when I think of those in- 
fernal holes as I would have in drawing money 
out of a bank where I had no account, Some 
of the dungeons were below the river level, and 
prisoners were made industrious by letting the 
water inon them and making them dip it up 
and pour it out or drown. Rings fixed in the 
arched ceilings some feet apart, were used as 
stretchers. Ropes fastened to each wrist were 
passed through these rings, and when lusty 
zealots pulled the strings the arms were torn 
out by the roots. Celis into which light never 
peeped were used to immure prisoners who 
were given « stream of air once a day ; during 
the balance of the time they gagged and 
smothered aud tore their hair and felt sorry 
for their sins. Ah, yes, those were the good 
old days when there was no trifling with 
wickedness and men and women couldn't go 
about creating a disturbance with impunity. 
Antwerp has about three hundred thousand 
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inhabitants, and is prosperous anf progressive. 
There are churches everywhere, and the spaces 
are filled in with restaurants as it were. The 
people make it their business to enjoy them- 
selves, and at a concert in one of the parks on 
Monday night there was a crowd of some two 
or three thousand well dressed people, who 
were the human portion of the gayest scene I 
had ever witnessed. When we got back to the 
hotel the ex-Alderman asked for his bill, When 
the royal archduke who runs the dining-room 
brought it in like John the Baptist’s head on a 
silver platter, the ex-Alderman winked at me 
and we both thougit it very funny. A moment 
later the scene was changed. The gentleman 


bald-headed row—here sit the critics mentioned | E. Harringtons would not so frequently | and Meaford, . 

—she cannot earn and does not deserve more | operate their dishonest schemes from the van- Rev. W. Hoyl » 
. W. Hoyles Clark, rector of St. Barnabas 

than half thesalary ofaman. I protest against | tage of the pulpit. The steps leading up into church, was in Hamilton this week, the guest 


: foolish that would en-| the pulpit seem too few and too easily gia! ly 
Se ceien te fetaipee thet took wah | Mounted of Mr. W. A. Mighten, at Chedoka, Swede Mousquitaire Gloves 


neglect their heads. There is not such a o* Mrs, Charles Powell and Miss Ida Powell of 

superabundance of brains among men that the In the police court the other day the lawyers Wellington place returned home this week Chevrette Gloves 
good of the race requires women to have none, for Hickerson and Neill, the men arrested for | a¢tor summering at St. Andrews, N.B. ss eae 

and brain here means cultivated and practical | speaking in the park, resurrected some old ‘ 
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belief that she is all soul and no substance, | quated laws was to show that the prisoners | tn. 
there is an advantage on our side, though not | had been wrongfully arrested because a by-law : 
so great as civiliz2d sense should show. Why | of the Toronto City Council was at variance 





































































































Among the giests of Prospect House last JUST RECEIVED 


week were the Lord Bishop of Algoma and Mrs, | A new line in P. D. Corsets. We recommend these to our flast 










































































who had occupied, personally ana by proxy 
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meet the advances and gymnastics of the grand 
duke, with proper Jarvis street dignity, but 
when he grasped the bill and the idea it con- 
veyed, he staggered, and passing his hand 
feebly over his brow he requested the imperial 
courier to excuse his emotion and to permit 
him for a moment to resume his seat. Then 
I got my bill, and it was my turn to feel 
faint. The expenditure of thirty-five cents for 
four pipes to present to near and dear friends 
who have done m2 many favors seemed a fit and 
proper thing in the earlier part of the day, but 
now I realiz2d how reckless it was to make in- 
vestments before seeing one’s hotel bill. I had 


sey, Mr. C. Stiles, Mr. W. E. Middleton, Mr. . 
E. B, Lefroy of Toronto, Mr, Dancan McIntyre un 
of Montreal, Mr. J. B. Sewell of Buffalo, Dr. | He & G, CORSETS IN EVERY STYLE and 
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Miss Copp of Hamilton, Mr. Haas, Mr. Thomas Al 
McCracken, Mr. and Mrs. George Holmstead ' agal 
and Miss Holmstead, Mr. S. M. Jarvis, Mrs. nee 
Brooke of Toronto. ‘4 e a y toes 


make out. But they tell us that no woman | with the management of affairs according to 
can properly discipline a school. Here crops | the more enlightened notions of to-day. This 
up the prejudice of men who in the good old | may be sound in law—it certainly is true that 
days were disciplined by corporal punishment, | one law talks until a subsequent enactment 
extraordinary-flogged with a handspike and | silences it, but parliamentary acts covered 
spanked with an inch board. As they fancy | with the dust of centuries bob Jup 
they turned out well under such discipline and | too often to our discomfiture. What the 
know that fragile women could not ply the | mischief has Charles II. to do with the Queen’s 
weighty implements by which education was Park or the City Council, and what right has 
pounded into their red and angry | he to start out of his coffin and dictate to you 
pores, they object. to women teachers, They | and me? He was scarcely instep with his own 
forget that education is no longer applied as a | time and is certainly no competent law-giver 
liniment, but administered asa potion. Juven-| tous. All existing laws should be revised and 





to have to pay the presumable ex- | ile ignorance is not nowadays drawn out with | that accepted revision made the ground work Mesese. Osborne and Harold Booke of:To ver’ 
aad ‘he family Za Hall as well as my | mustard plasters and powerful blisters, nor by | of our laws, further back than which nolawyer | 445 have been guests at the Toronto Church 11 and 13 King St. East, Toronto teak 
own when I got their rooms, but I had no idea | the letting of blood. Intelligence is not let | should be allowed to penetrate. The statutes | rool boy's camp, Port Sandfield. abot 
that I should have to buy the tavern and pre- | into a boy through acrackin his skull. Gentler | passed by a poor fist of a king ages ago in a . day 
sent it back to the landlady. Like men who | methods now obtain favor, and the rod of cor, | another hemisphere should not frustrate our Mr. A. Piddington of the Queb2c Bank, Toron- cunt 
are in a bad fix, the ex-Alderman and I made a | rection is seldom found necessary, so that | intentions. to, and Mr. S. Piddington of the Quebec Bank, her 
rapid mental calculation as to how much we | weight and siz> are not greatly considered *"* Ottawa, have been staying at the Prospect awa 
could pawn our trunks for, and almost at the | when engaging ateacher. Butso long as the| The Fair is on and the city again swarming | House, Port Sandfleld, for the last ten days. by gift: 
same moment pulled out our pocketbooks for | world lasts there will exist a class of people | with visitors. For the first few days the gate * MONG the Pianos of the world othe 
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this bill?” he asked, passing it over to me. 
“‘How many years have you been here?” I[ 

er quired, still mentally adding up the prob- 

able cash value of everything I had with me. 
** Seriously though, a hundred and fifty dol- 


common grievance in this popular prejudice in | large until rain interfered. The great crowds 
favor of weight and muscle, for weight and | always gather during thesscond week and the 
muscle have often “ nothing to do with the | whole province wili bear down upon us in the 
case.” next few days. The city has grown so rapidly 


ctr : i: STECK | & 


Miss O‘ive Millichamp left Windermere cn by a 
Monday for Toronto, | is pre-eminently the greatest. grea 











os that though doublethe number may visitthefair | Miss Lash and the Misses Domville of H1m- . ee ee ee eee year 
oat a a = sas ieee eed + ” For some time there has been a lull in church | now than did so ten years ago, they cause less re- | jjton returned homewards this week. : lay _ i as y ach ill “A a it. m ait 
“What is a ‘simple’?” I asked irrelevantly. | scandals, but lovers of sensation have little | volution than was created then. Accommo- * eS TONE 1S POCtEy, US COUCR M- inw: 
‘I am down four times for a ‘simple’ at a dol- | now to complain of. The trouble in the Ham- dation has increased more rapidly than the Major and the Misses Dawson are spending spiration. swe 
lar a crack.” ilton Church of the Ascension has revived in a aa gag ee —— a few days in tone. Sule aents thr Ovtaiho and 
ss - ravated form, and the conduct of all con- | upon the streets at a mes tha e e . cer, aaa resp 
use Witt aac ta pe Frama oa aan in it illustrates how spiteful, unfor- | bustle during exhibition is less notic 3able. Hon. J. B. oa »binson spent a day or two ; FARWELL & GLENDON. fow! 
tent on his own misery. ‘I didn’t cash a dratt giving and bitter Christian psople can be with ZEKE. at Governor's Island. — Warerooms : 68 King St. West. crea 
to-day—had no one to identify me you know.” | one another. Neither side will recede from its Guests at Beaumaris: Dr. Willard and | Ajso in stock— tem 
“Certainly,” said I. ‘‘I am about to become | position, for each has taken Divine counsel Social and Personal. family of Alleghany City, Mr. Boultbee of DUNHAM PIANOS of |} 
proprietor of the house and Ill trouble you for | and is sure that it is right. Taat one side or Toronto, Mr. and Mrs, A. Crease, Miss Robin- seers REO ee new 
all you have with you to settle your bill.” the other is laboring under a spiritual delu-| One of the last dances of the Island season | 8on of Sirnia, Mrs. F. and Miss Doraville of Eee ina tern 
Just then he turned tothe grand duke and | sion is evident, but the one inspired by false | took place on Wednesday evening of this week | Hamilton, Mrs. Palmer, Rev. A. and Mrs. Hart SOHMER over 
asked if he did not think one hundred and fifty | revelation not being conscious of it, peace is | in the hall of the Aquatic Association at Center | of Toronto, Miss Miller and Mrs, Wilson Miller DOMINION + mer 
dollars a trifle high even for four beds and two | impossible. A more remarkable scandal is | [sj,nd. Notwithstanding the fact that the | of Alleghany City, Mr. and Mrs. Clarke of the | 
or three screens in the parlor for a day and two | turning the Broadway Tabernacle of our city | summer is now almost a thing of the past and | Orillia, Mrs, Alfred Chapman of Toronto, Mr. mad 
nights. inside out. Wasthere ever such a momentous | that there also existed a counter-attraction in | W. J. Blackwell of Trenton, N. J., Mr. H. M. B 
“One hunner an’ feefty francs und seexty | question of identity? Mr. Dingman, a married | the shape of a bon-fice. given by Mrs. Thomp- | and Mr. A. Patterson of Hamilton, Mr. D. 
songteems eez ze beel!” explained the grand | man, is recognized as a Mr. Douglas, whosome | gon at the back of Marine Parade at the east | McKee of Pittsburgh, Mrs. H. B. and Miss peer 
vizier with a two dollar bow. time ago paid attention to a female person | end of the Island, yet quite a number of | Logan of Alleghany. — 
I thought the ex-Alderman would have as = a terns - _—— “ in | Islanders turned up and at about nine o'clock Awe eee ae net ian titel AN ELEGANT pei 
laughed himself to death. Even the presence | chu eliowship w r. Vingman. iivery me si les were indulging in , 
of einen royalty could not sanate our | member of the family makes affilavit to his eee iomaatls ieee a ci seco last Tuesday afternoon, which fillei S:, Luke's OX | D | Z E D S | LVER scor 
mirth, and after taking up a collection and | identity, but he repudiates the pame of | were noticed the following: Mr. and Mrs, Ire- Courch with an admiring and well-wishing . dain 
paying what goodness knows was a big enough Douglas and avers he never met the Bing- land, Mr. and Mrs. Arthur Denison, Mr. and throng of Toronto fashionables. The orcasion PUFF BOX my 
bill, we went out and took something else. | hams until they entered his spiritual haven on | Mrs, Henry Moffat, Mr. H. and Miss E. Mantz, ee por png play cc S “ 
Taen we had time to dissect the things. There | Spadina avenue and pointed the finger of | Mrs, Godfrey, Mrs. Cornell of Winnipeg, Mrs. the Bank of Conan of this city, the x nell eae to every pu-chaser of two pois 


calumny at him. Opinions differ on the case. | and Miss Macdougall, Miss Vivian, Miss Hope, 
Four of the trustees have sent in resignations, | Miss Palmer, Miss Francis, Miss Rolph, Miss 
the pastor and the balance of the board are Daisy MacMurray, Massrs. MacDonald, H. 
satisfied it is a case of mistaken identity, | Reed, Norman MacCrae, Strathy, Marsh and 
while the views of the congregation cannot be | piddington. Dancing was kept up until 
tested. While four trusteesandsome members| jate hour and all enjoyed themselves 
have withdrawn, the aspersed church pillar| to the top of their bent. These * hops” 
continues to take up the collection and per-| have been tri-weekly events throughout 
form other duties of his office. If Dingman is | the season, which is now all but over, and they 
innocent it would be unwise for him to with-| have been largely patronized by the summer 
draw under a cloud of suspicion even though | residents on the Island, and their friends. It 
by so doing he could restore harmony to the | jg acknowledged on all hands that the season 


was breakfast at so much apiece, followed by 
separate charges for steaks and eggs for break- 
fast for each person. Evidently our presence 
at the table cost us two francs apiece, and what 
we had to eat was extra. This we found to be 
correct. Coffee and rolls constitute breakfast ; 
f you take tea or milk instead of coffee that is 
extra, as is everything else you may order. The 
francs go in a column like our dollars 
and the centimes in a line like cents, 
so the mistake was not an unnatural 
one, but as we had each paid continental bills 


Miss Gertrude, being married to Mr, Frederick pon 


C. Winans of Detroit, and the younger, Miss W ov WwW y tob 
Bessie, to Rev. J. C. Farthing, rector of S AN Do N 
Woodstock. The ceremony was performed by WW 

his lordship the Bishop of Toronto, assisted FACE P O D ER ie 
by Rev. Dr. Davies and Rev. Dr. Langtry. The at = 
altar was beautifully decorated with flowers, ’ 

Shortly after two o'clock the wedding party McARTHUR S DRUG STORE 7 


arrived. The sister brides were dressed in 230 Yonge Street, o hu 
similar gowns of white Sici/ienne, madeina style aie ee REIN, COD. ENNOE and 


of great simplicity, most becoming to the tall TORONTO, H AMILTON & MONTREAL 2 : 


and graceful figures of the wearers. The 





before we should have known better. Yet I | Tabernacle, for he must consider his name. If | o¢ 1991 has been by f 
, y far the most pleasant sou 
defy those used to dollars and cents to escape | he is guilty he may deem it profitable to bluff | ever spent by the dwellers on the Island apr skirts were open over a Panel on the POPULAR PASSENGER STEAMER dry 
the groan which comes with the first European | bis accusers from the steps of the altar. He | and the hall, which was only put up this sum- 1. _ - rege of puffsd Sicilienne and tow 
bill in marks or francs and the fractions there- | Can never quite purify his name in such @ way, | mer, has contributed in no small degree to this| 4 yn . See etent the bodice. wor 
of. I asked the cashier why I was charged | for when people have an even choice they will pleasing result. It has served as a place of A like ornamentation outlined the V shaped Hig 
with being “simple.” I hate to dispute a bill | believe evil of a church member every time. opening at the neck and was filled in witn soft JOHN T. TOWERS, Master, 
i eing ple, ate to dispute a bi aes * | meeting for the Island residents throughout ruffl f chi Th to i Leaves Hamilton 10 a.m., Toronto 4 p.m., every Saturday Dor 
but this charge was oue that my self-respect This is one of the crosses church members the summerand they have freely taken advant- - & ic iffon. e customary veils and for Ki nm, Brockville, Prescott, Cornwall and Mont- eve 


coronets of orange blossoms completed these | real. Fare from Hamilton, $8; return, $15, Fare from 


Toronto, $7 50; return, $14. For freight or passage poet 
chaste and charming costumes. The brides-| j)y a’ GEDDES, 69 Yonge Street, Toronto, or at G the 


maids, Miss Alice and Miss Agnes Kemp, wore f | 
o 


Wharf. 
old rose surah dresses with Medici collars, and 
white hats, and carried bouquets of carnations, he 
Mr. Charles Heath acted as best man to Mr. = 
Winans and Rey. Prof. Cayley of Trinity ™ 
College to Mr, Farthing. Mr. Noxen, 


Mr. G. A. Harcourt, Mr. B. Winans, TOURS OF EVERY VARIETY kn7 
and Mr. Burns of Hamilton officiated as oe one 
ushers. A wedding breakfast and reception BARLOW CUMBERLAND ea 
were held at 33 St. Vincent street, the Agent, 72 Yonge Street, Toronto + 

residence of Mr. J. C. Kemp, after the perform- ; 


ance of the ceremony, at which the following a 
guests tendered their congratulations : Bishop in 


bear. Mr. Dingman’s only course is t0 | age of it and many social gatherings of various 
boldly challenge his accusers in the courts | pinds have been the upshot. Although autumn 
and proceed against them for slander. In | ;, quickly coming on yet the Islanders are loth 
this way he can show that he is a long-suf- | to leave a place where they have spent so very 
fering martyr. Until he does resort to law many happy hours, but all things must hav 
people will marvel that he has to keep an alibi an end and it has been decided to finish u i 
always handy and has frequently been forced | ..,.0n with one grand fiaal hop which ts 


to take refuge in ‘‘ mistaken identity.” Solong 
take pl i 

as the case is not legally sifted the people will i ee oe =a 
speculate upon it and draw their own conclu- ranged that is supper shall take place ioe ho 
oe dancing, to which liquids and solids shail be 
’ contributed respectively by gentleman and 

But the most scandalous thing of all is the | jady members Taken altogether the Island 
forging escapade of that devout young minis- | season this year has been an immense suc- 
ter A. E. Harrington of the Simpson avenue cess from start to finish, and all the mem- 
Methodist Church, as related in the Empire. bars of the Aquatic Association are to be 
He was left in charge of the flock while the | heartily congratulated upon its results, especi- 


could not pass over, particularly as I had not 
b-oken any dishes nor overturned my soup. 

**Oh, zee seemple!” she smiled, condescend- 
ingly, ‘‘ zat ees ze meelk wiz oud bread for zee 
child.” 


* 
* * 


Early next morning we started by train for 
Cologne. The thirteen of us were distributed 
throughout nine different compartments of the 
p'geon-holed coaches, and I had great difficulty 
in being filed away for future reference with 
my wife and son. However, it doesn’t matter 
now. We changed cars twice and opened our 
baggage at the German frontier, and were 
gerrymandered until I wasn’t sure either of 
my name or destination. It took seven hours 
to go less than two hundred miles—a part of 


* 
* * 





Sweatman, Rev. Dr. Davies and Mrs. Davies, gir! 
Rev. Dr. Langtry and Mrs. Langtry, Rev. A. for 
J. Reid, Mr. and Mrs, Albert Gooderham, Mr. 4 






































the time ata mile a minute and the rest at a| pastor was enjoying some well-earned holidays, i “he ~ i 

ealtoan beee, Salen athegettidd ealliat ih Gide | ae the cata ta had bi elommed ace a ee Saat and Mrs. James Plummer, Mr. and Mrs. The most popular cooking uten- aa 
ory, the ride was not worse than a journey up | prise and hustle into his brief pastorate than hank to onitiie its Sieaniaia and who lei ues ret, Me: Sak GS 9) ee, ae sil ever placed on the market om 
the Northern Railway to Collingwood but it | the good man whom he relieved did into energetically backed up in their effort 9 bemechone i mn Seer nd hci nk at ty . pre 
was a few minutes longer, and the fat man, | his whole term, and with no discredit to| 1t ig expected that the Island will be me s. | Winans, Mr. Noxen, Miss Ridley of Hamilton, Especially useful for cooking all de- the 
into whose seat I was forced to interject my-| the good man whom he relieved, either. If popular than ever next year ore | Mr. Charles of Woodstock, Miss Cameron, Mr. Setisan . in 
self, could not for over seventy miles excuse | Harrington had been in any other ling of busi- a , McCuaig, and Rev. Dean Wade of Woodstock, scriptions of Broths and Custards, ™) 
me for being alive and unburied, Yet I had to/ ness than that of preaching he would never Mr. and Mrs. Creelman, Mr. and Miss Jen- , 
ride there or else be separated from my heir | have secured the opportunities of which he Amongst those who passed the season at | nings, Mr. and Mrs. F, W. Harcourt, Mr. and ‘ 
who every now and then had to havea pull out | made so much use. Had he been ina secular Guenter Island, Lake Simooe, were the fol-| Mrs. D, Kemp, Mr. Edward Kemp, Miss de 
of a bottle of milk—“‘a seemple”—in my valise. | calling he could not, on his simple word, have lowing: Cottagers—Mr. and Mrs. Harry Sy-| Morley, Mr. G. A. Harcourt, Miss Day, all 
Some of these old chaps forget that they were | secured material for building houses, nor could mons and family, Mr. and Mrs. John A. Pater-| Mr. B. Winans, Miss Playter, Mr. Barns, no 
boys once themselves, Don, he have obtained Mr. Norton's cheque for one son and family of Toronto, Mr. and Mrs. Wm. | Mr. and Mrs. Alexander Ireland, Mr. and th 
hundred and fifty dollars, which enabled him Thomson aad child of Orillia, Mr. and Mrs. W, | Mrs. William Laidlaw, and many others. (LIMITED) qu 

Fresh Air Fund: by a turn of the pen to raise four hundred and R. Roche and daughter of Galt, Mr. W. E.| Mr. and Mrs. Winans left on the afternoon Co Ki ; be 
Previously acknowledged.................. $122 00 fifty dollars. He is now enjoying a holiday, Lenty, Mire, end Min Lundy of Orillia,and Dr. | train for Chicago, contemplating a tour of the * ng and Victoria Streets oe 
Mre. James Reid, Quesnelie, B.C............ 10 00 probably across the border. The good peop'e and Mrs, Carmen 0: New York. Registered at | Western States, while Mr. and Mrs, Farthing ch 
cheetichntinitin, Mitte DIT. ic ci ved iecnecn Me of Simpson avenue Church no doubt feel ter- the Island House were Mr. and Mrs. John Ait- (Continued on Page Eleven.) TORONTO in 
MMM racibascarkebacsasressnsi<see $133 00 ribly shockei after receiving the ministrations ken, Miss H. Paterson, Mr. W. H Keetin, Mr. m 
of such ap outright rascal. The ungodly ones = nena a - _ be as 
Aro own who occasionally drop into a r . re oe C- F W i w 
und T . gratify a whim, ce aaiie that ‘ete healt oo Clain and child and Mr. W. A. Lee of Toronto, U R E LAX R ITI N G APER bi 
Tae appointment of Miss Ryckman as/| student preach and wereas much impressed Mrs, James and Mies Currie of Jersey City, N.J., a 
modern language mistress in the Parkdale | with his sincerity as (hat of any other minister, Mise Florence MacD.nald of New York, Miss . . y' 
High School at a salary of $1,500, was too great | From this they will argue against all preachers Lilian Poerest € Winnipeg, Moeers. D. and J. A peculiarly substantial and plainly elegant description of sta- . 
an innovation for the old style journalist and | as men governed by expediency, whose Chris- M. Crawford of S:. Louls, Mo., Mr. D.V, Hill of | |. hich it i : ae % 
the old style citizen to peaceably submit to. | tianity and honesty spring from considera- Chicago, Mr. John G, Harper of Pollard, Als.,. tionery on which it is an absolute luxury to write,— Daily Telegraph. a 
In the desultory discussion occasioned by that | tions of policy alone. In cases such as this the a a saaeree ms rae ee _ * 
appointment the name of the young lady has | church on earth suffers. If one ae ee » Mr. M. J. Frawley, Mr. J. For- p 
been considerately omitted and Sor pactlaiies grades his calling the whole pada at syth, Mrs. C. E Hewson, Miss Maggie Boy, Miss 5 Quires and 100 Envelopes (Boxes) $1.00 tl 
case only casua'ly mentioned, but it was really | though if a lawyer should commit murder it Eva S. Patterson, Mr. Fred Marr, and Mr, R. ei 
what set the old boys on edge, A woman| would not be held that assassination was | °°) "®*t of Barrie. Ic 
t 






drawing such a salary—outrageous! Of course 
these critics will admit that a woman might 
sirg or turn somersaults before the footlights 





a latent passion beneath every gown. Religious Mes, Drechsler ee will return from JA M ES BAI N & SON 3 F i n e Statio ner Ss 


people should rem-mber the worldly disposi- | Scotland about Septemb2r 25 and resume her 
tion to magnify the smallest kind of a sliver | classes in violin playing. TORO NTO 
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Between You and Me. 


OME day I shall 
be even with 
her,” said a 
pretty girl in 
my hearing one 
day lately. She 
was not pretty, 
though, as she 
said it, for a 
hard little wrin- 
kle had conie 
between her 
eyes and a fire 
flashed under-her knit brows, and a certain 
tightness about her lips told of the determina- 
tion to carry out her prophecy to its bitter ful- 
fillment. I wondered what act of treachery or 
unkindnees had caused her to bristle so erectly, 
and wondered again how she purposed achiev- 
ing her “‘evening up.” There is a good deal of 
that spirit in us, I fancy, when we meet with 
unexpected and undeserved shabby treatment, 
and itis hard net to forma mental revenge, 

even though our restored equanimity fails to 

carry out the hasty scheme. 
° 





Although silence is usually a lady’s weapon 
against impertinence and rudeness, it is often 
more because she is at a loss for the right words 
to express her resentment and annihilate her ad- 
versary that she takes refuge therein, than 
from the possession of an imperturbability 
above being ruffled. Once ina month of Sun- 
days the tongue and brain are ready, the ‘‘ re- 
tort courteous ” leaps out and paralyzes him or 
her who has evoked it. Scores of good stories 
award the palm to our Irish cousins for peculiar 
gifts in this direction, but once in a while some 
other beings accomplish a success, 


A new industrial departure for the gilded 
youth of Toronto has come to life—no less 
than a practical school of cookery. It is to 
open on the fourteenth, and is to be conducted 
by an English professoress, who has met with 
great success in Montreal during the past two 
years. I know several little wives and 
maidens who are determined to learn the .rue 
inwardness of a properly built pie, and the 
sweetness and light of a reliable meringue, 
and also the more fleshly attributes of a self- 
respecting beefsteak or a young and guileless 
fowl. And one of them, the most insinuating 
creature of my acquaintance, has had the 
temerity to invite me to dinner on the strength 
of her avowed determination to join this 
new cooking class, in the following appalling 
terms: “I hope you and Mr. Gay will come 
over and risk your lives on some of my experi- 
ments.” This from a female person who has 
the expression of a seraph and reads Tolstoi, 
made me pause to wonder “ What next?” 

* 


But, really, this cooking school is a healthy, 
sensible idea, and will discover and develop 
the genius of those who are ‘born cooks,” 
just as last winter’s dressmaking school 
brought to light the taste and ingenuity of a 
score of Toronto’s brightest women, whose 
dainty gowns made a recorded impression on 
my critical observation. I have my doubts 
about whether the gastronomical attractions 
will meet my case as well, but acup of cold 
poison, offered by the fair hands of my corres- 
pondent above quoted, would somehow have 


to be swallowed. . 


Have they got an Inspector Archibald in all 
England that such things can be as these? 
Some little time ago a number of volunteers 
were ordered to’ parade for a bathe, and pre- 
ceded by their regimental band, in full glare of 
noonday, they paraded to the beach, undressed, 
and in a state of nature, which recalls the out- 
razeous story told by Rudyard Kipling of the 
Taking of Lungtungpen, they did bathe, swim, 
souse and splash, and afterwards run about to 
dry themselves, in the full view of a horrified 
town! This for once was bad enough, but 
worse has been done than this. A regiment of 
Highland Light Infantry now quartered at 
Dover are marched down in early morning, 
every day, to the skirling of their pipes, to dis- 
poct themselves in like m anner, and though 
the discordant wail seems to meet the views 
of the compulsory bathers, the townspeople 
are beginning to rebel, as_much at the music 
as at the pre-Adamite garb of the defenders of 
the country. 


Why will some girls and women, who should 
know better, persist in putting on their gloves, 
one or both, in the streef? I remember long 
years ago being rebuked for this bad habit 
by an English dowager, whose position 
made her words an authority: “ Please do 
not wait to button your gloves until you are 
in the streets—only ladies’ maids and shop 
girls do so.” Iam afraid there is every excuse 
for the busy and worried shop girl, as she 
scurries home to lunch, if she does straighten 
her hat and clothe her hands on the way; but 
our Toronto saleswomen usually spend their 
propar number of moments in “ prettying” 
themselves and buttoning their gloves, down 
in the dingy dressing closets, at least so far as 
my cursory observation has enlightened me, 

om 


Among the batch of letters which lie on my 
desk every day I have found one which rouses 
all my antagonism, or rather would do so did I 
not know that the writer has lots to learn on 
the subject discussed. In answering the en. 
quiry of a lady correspondent, I advised her to 
be faithful to the poor man whom she loved, 
even though by doing so she sacrificed her 
chance of helping an invalid sister, and secur- 
ing a rich husband and a luxurious home—in a 
marriage with a worthy Dives whom she did 
not love. The writer of the letter I am at odds 
with addressing me as ‘“ Miss Editress,” re- 
bukes me in the following terms: “ I think these 
are nonsensical thoughts with which to fill a 
young giri’s brain, Ifthe young man of the 
first part is not prepared to surround a wife 

with the comforts to which she has been used, 
he had better quietly obliterate himself, I 
am a believer in the saying that ‘ When 
poverty comes in at the door, love flies out at 
the window.’” As my good correspondent also 
requests me to give her or him a grapho- 
logical study, I have rather an unfair advan- 
tage, because what I find renders the above 
4 uoted opinion innocuous and excusable. The 
man or woman who advocates a mariage de 
convenance in this country, in this earnest and 


bright generation; who dubs constancy, 
loyalty, self-respect and self-denial, ‘ nonsen- 
sical thoughts with which to fill a young girl's 
brain,” who regards a loveless marriage as far 
preferable to single blessedness is not possessed 
of the happy experience, the independence, 
the regard and sympathy, the approving con- 
science and the true gentlewomanhood which 
come to the loving and sacrificing wife who is 
willing for one dear sake to do without many of 
the comforts to which she has been “ used.” 
The girl who marries for a luxurious home 
takes a far greater risk than I would dare; for 
though in some cases, where the woman lacks 
strength of will or is quite heart-whole, love 
such as is necessary to a happy marriage may 
come and all end well, such endings are the 


exception and not the rule. Things re-adjust S. W. Cor. 


themselves in that case. The loving wife pays 
her conscience money and forgets her dishonest 
barter, the devotion of her heart goes where 
her false vow said it went in the first place; 
but in the other case, years only bring punish- 
ment and weariness and an ever chafing chain 
to the creature of sense and sordidness, 
o 


Lady Gay is not one particle romantic or 
highflown any more than she is a “ Miss 





OMETHING you get for 


nothing. Ask at our fashion 


counters for new fashion paper— 


no charge. 


At these counters are frillings 


and laces and handkerchiefs galore. 


Editress,” and she speaks whereof she knows | I here would seem to be no end to 
when she discourses on the necessity of love| the stock of silk handkerchiefs. 


above every other thing, between the man and 

woman who are to be one flesh until death do 

them part. Lapy Gay. 
7W—_—_————so 


She Stoops to Conquer. 





Across the fields, one summer day, 

Wandered a youth and a maiden gay, 

The fields were in green, the maid was in blue, 
While the youth was in love, of sombre hue. 


For this daughter of Eve, as cruel as fair, 

Had driven her lover quite to despair; 

Of glances, and smiles, and words, she gave many, 
But of love or caresses she gave—not any. 


Soon to a stile the pair drew nigh, 

And a gleam of hope lit the young man’s eye; 

But no sign did he make, though glad he might feel ; 
The maiden went first, and round turned the whe el — 


But only half way, for this suitor bold 

Had entered it too, and fast did he hold, 

While he said to the maid, ‘‘ Not a step do you go 
Till you have paid toll for all my woe.” 


For a space, woman’s wit and man’s muscle opposed, 
They stood by the stile, but, far from composed, 

In dismay she gazed on her stalwart foe; 

Retreat she would not. Pay toll? Ah, no! 


So, quick as a flash, she stooped and was gone, 
Away frcm the stile and the youth forlorn. 
As for ber captor alone on the hill, 
For aught I know he may be there still. 
CuariutTTe Aones PowskLu. 





“* Well, Nettie, are you a good little girl?” 
“Oh, yes, sir. I must be! Father says I’m 


a holy terror. 





An American’s Wit. 

When Colonel Bob Ingersoll was in Euro 
last, he visited Westminster Abbey for the 
first time. As he was contemplating the tomb 
of Nelson, the guide said: 


“ That, sir is the tomb of the qpestens naval A N E 


‘ero Europe or the whole world hever knew— 
Lord Nelson’s. This sarcoughhogus weighs 
forty-two tons, Hinside that is a sieel recep- 
tacle weighing twelve tons, and hinside that 
is a leaden casket, ’ ermetrically sealed, weigh- 
ingovertwotons. Hinside that hisa mahogany 
coffin holding the hashes of the great ’ ero.” 


Truth is, our buyer in his visits 
this year to the English markets, 


hit some wonderful values. 


Ladies’ Silk Handkerchiefs, 2 for 25c. 

Handsetitched Linen Handkerchiefs, 3 for 25c. 

Ladies’ Windsor Scarfs, 25c. 

Children’s Handkerchiefs, 25c. doz. 

Ladies’ Spanish Le Scarfs. 

Ladies’ Chemisette collars. 

Linen Collars and Cuffs. 

Regatta Collars, two for 25c. 

Note ee the line of Embroidered Chiffon, 25c. 
yard, 


You wheel around, as it were, 


to the other side of these counters, and find much that’s 
suggestive in laces—Torchon, Oriental, Russian. Every 
completeness is connected with this stock. The minutest 
detail has our thought. 

Fancy Silk and Tinsel Cords. 

Velvets and Fancy Ribbons. 

Pon Pons for fancy work. 

Embroidery Silks for fancy work. 


Planning your visit to the city 


during Exhibition week, remember this store—you have 


our welcome. 





R. SIMPSON 


8. W. cor. Yonge and Queen Entrance Yonge Street. 
Streets, Toronto. Entrance Queen Street. 
Store Nos. 174, 176, 178 Yonge Street, and 1 and 3 Queen 
Street West. 


The American Corset & Dress Reform Co. 


316 Yonge Stree’, Toronto 


loAH 
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ennesse-Millep Bodies 
COMMON SENSE 

DRESS REFORM WAISTS 

byuojiedd UMO ANO U 


S10S10) 9 


OUR SPINAL SUPPURPING CUMSET, 4 perfect 
substitute for Plaster Jackets. Correspondence solicited. 


LADIES 


ASE FOR 


-BARBOUR’S 


LINEN THREADS 
The Best for All 
Purposes 


Sold by All Dealers 


A Tribute to the Memory of the Late 
Sie John A. Maedonald 


W SONG 


FOR BARITONE 
“A British Subject | was Born, a 
British Subject | Will Die” 


Words and Music by 8S. T. CHURCH 
PRICE 40 CENTS—A REALLY GOOD SONG 





“ Well,” said the colonel, after thinking | Anglo-Canadian Music Publishers’ Association 
63 King Street West, Toronto. 


awhile, ‘**I guess you've got him. If ever he 
gets out of that, cable me at my expense.”— 
Argonaut, 





Cycling Notes. 
He—Do you belong to the Psychical Society ? 
She—No; but I sometimes go out on my 
brother’s machine ! 





FAMILY Recerpt.—To prepare a bottle ot 
Bitters at a price to suit every person, take the 
uarter of a 25c. package of the celebrated 
“Indigenous Bitters” and infuse it in three 
half pints of boiling water. 








FASHIONABLE DRESSMAKING 

MISS PATON’S rooms are now open and thor. 

oughly equipped with the fall and winter styles and modes. 

The latest French, English and American fashions. An 

early visit and inspection invited. 

Rooms, Golden Lion, R. Walker & °Sons, 
35 King Street East 


M?ss SULLIVAN 
Late of W. A. Murray & Co. 


Artietic Dressmaking 
76 COLLEGE STREET 
Mies Sullivan has just returned from New York with the 
latest designs and styles. 


DENSOLINE 





(Pure Petroleum Jelly.) 
(SUPERIOR TO VASELINB) 
The great skin healer and beautifier of the complexion. 


NATURE’S HEALING OINTMENT 
- USB - 


Gold Seal Densoline for Rough Skin 
Cold Cream Densoline for the Complexion 
Densoline Toilet Soap, made from Pure 

Petroleum Jelly, a , pentoet cure for all 

Skin Affections 
FOR SALE BY ALL DRUGGISTS 
MANUFACTURED BY 


AMERICAN OIL CoO. 
290 Adelaide St. West, Toronto 
ae samples can be obtained free of charge by applying 







J. C. WALKER & CO. 
PHOTOGRAPHERS 


147 Yonge Street 


Are making the hightst grade 
of photographic work in de- 
> partments. A trial will con- 
vince you. 


See Their Life Size 
Crayons 







fms Mine 


This season we have imported an 
enormous range of these jackets, MISSES 
believing that we have got the cor- 
rect and much wanted range of sizes. d AC KETS 





Children’s Reefers 
Misses’ Reefers 


Ladies’ Reefers 
See our Embroidered Chiffon at 25c, per yard. It beats 
everything shown, and the 54 inch to match for evening 


212 YONGE STREET 


Newcombe Pianos 
“The Finest Made in Canada ” 


Alarge and well-assorted stock of Grand, Square and 
Upright Pianos, made from rare and choice w always 
on hand. 


PIANOS TO RENT 
OCTAVIUS NEWCOMBE .& CO. 


MANUFACTURERS WAREROOMS ;: 





TORONTO MONTREAL 
107-109 Church Street. 2944 St. Catharines Street. 
OTTAWA 


68 Bank Street. 


Yonge and Queen 





RAIN! 
“Be wise to-day,’ tis madness to defer,” 


The rainy season is fast approaching. 
Prepare to withstand the inclemencies of 
the weather by providing yourself with a 
garment that is waterproof, that will not 
come apart at the seams, that will not be- 
come hard, and is odorless. 

lL adies and Gentlemen’s Mackintoshes 
made to order on one week’s notice at the 


GOODYEAR RUBBER STORE 
12 King Street West , 


JAMES HARRIS 


MANUFACTURER OF 


FINE 
FURS 


EXCLUSIVE STYLES 
CELEBRATED 


Alaska Sealskin Garments 
and Walking Jackets 


A Perfect Fit Guaranteed 
INSPECTION INVITED 











James Harris 
99 Yonge St., Toronto 


D. GRANT & Co. 


WILL SHOW ON MONDAY 


400 NEW PATTERN MANTLES 


Bought At 25 per cent. Discount 


40 PIECES NEW SEALETTES 


Extra Value 


Magnificent Display of Millinery 
D.GRANT & CO., 206 and 208 Yonge Street 


Armand’s Hair and Perfumery Store 


441 Yonge and 1 Carlton Street 


Telephone 2491 

Largest and Handsomest Hair 

Goode, Hairdressing and Per- 
fumery Establishmcot in 
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“ TNEQUALLED” 


IS THE VERDICT 
OF 
All Those Who Have Used the 










They are the Best 
SOLD BY 


All the Leading Retail Dry Goods Merchants 
Throughout the Dominion 


Sei 


EM HAIR GOODS|GQDES - BERGER 


The latest and most 


“ARTISTIC STYLES | ‘he purest of Table WATERS. The ONLY Notural 
In Wigs, Bangs, Switches | Mineral WATER NOW supplied to H.M. the Queen of 
eto. 


England, under Royal Warrant. 
ee, Best and Cheapest 
suse in the Dominion. 


Loxpon, July 28, 1891. 
Professor Wanklyn, the greatest living authority on 
Finest Hair Room 
Bae Dearing BOOM | water, tae: 
**T have analyzed the Godes-Berger water, and find that 


? Of ail kinds for fashion, con- 
stantly on hand or made to 
hn DRESS BONES 
Ladies Children’s Hair- 
oncerts. Weddings, Photos, | | ; ri 
te. in a covering of superior sateen. Can be 
Select stock of fine Hair Ornaments. Large assortment | ends, or become detached. 
in the market, $1.50; sent by post, securely sealed, $1 50. 
TORONTO, ONT., CANADA. 


America. 
HAIR GOODS 
% venience, protection from cold 
in the head, or necessity, con- 
order. Frontpieces and Wavea CS PTs A N re Am T™ 
 . and 
a | YLlLAINVAR VU 
All long hair, in separate 
branches, in t variety. 
dressing, Trimming and Sham- The steel is extra quality, non-corrosive, 
——, Hairdressing for Balls, | metal tipped, securely stitched and fastened 
etc. 
(Elegant Hairdressing Parlors.) relied on not to stain, cut through at the 
of fine Perfumery and Toilet Articles for ladies and gentle- 
 Capilierine for destroying superfiuous hair, best remedy Ask for Them 
J. TRANCLE ARMAND & CO. 
441 Yonge Street, cor. Carlton St. 
DORENWEND'S 
Is the Leading House for 
Fashionable 





Telephone 1551 “it is EXQUISITELY PURE. Its enline ingredients are 
** normal—just those required to form AN IDEAL TABLE 
105 Yonge St | ier 
Send for circular. (Signed) “J, ALFRED WANKLYY, | 
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THE PEER AND THE WOMAN 


By E. PHILLIPS OPPENHEIM. 


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. 


CHAPTER XXV. 
“ THANK GOD! THAT HE HAS GONE.” 


For some time Lord Clanavon stood with the 

per in his hand, doubtful how to act. Then 
ce quietly dropped it again where he had found 
it, and erolled away to another part of the 
room. When Mrs. Smith entered a few 
minutes later with the luncheon tray, he did 
not even mention the subject. 5 

** Not at all an unpleasant room, this,” he re- 
marked, as she commenced setting out the 
things, ‘but where did my father sleep when 
he came down here?” 

He was watching her very closely, and he 
could detect a slight uneasiness in her manner 
as she answered, after 3 moment's hesitation : 

‘In here, sir. There is a sort of chair bed- 
stead stands in my room, and he used to have 
that brought here. If you are spending the 
night, here, my lord——’ 

*T am not,” he interrupted. ‘‘I shall be leav- 
ing this afternoon.” 

It was impossible for Mrs. Smith to alto- 
gether conceal her relief. Lord Clanavon 
names her changed aspect, but he made no 
re ark, 

“This is a very queer old place, Mrs, Smith,” 
he remarked. , ; 

“Tt is, my lord, very old-fashioned, and I’m 
sure the damp issomethingawful. In the wet 
weather I’m most of the time down with rheu- 
matics. For them who's not used to such 
places it must be most unhealthy,’ 

He turned away to hide a slight smile. a 
‘**1’m not surprised to hear it, Mrs, Smith, 
he said, gravely. ‘ By the by, when I was a 
youngster I used to hear some queer stories 
about the place—or was it my fancy? Aren't 
there some secret rooms in this tower, and a 

sage leading somewhere or other? I fancy 
Tees to hear my father talk about them.” 

He had strolled away to the window, but had 
carefully placed himself opposite a small mir- 
rer. Init he saw the sudden start which had 
set all the ribbons in her cap rustling, and 
watched the deadly pallor creep into her 
wrinkled face. It was enough for him. He 
forbore to turn around, and stood idly gazing 
out of the window, as though the matter were 
of small interest to him. 

“It must be—a mistake, my lord. I have 
never heard of any.” 

He shrugged dis shoulders. 

** Very likely. If you have never heard of 
any, it must have been. Well, I’ll have some 
luncheon now, and then finish looking through 
these papers. I expect a fly or carriage of some 
sort here about four o’clock. Will you let me 
know when it is here, and bring mea cup of 


tea? 

‘*Certainly, my lord. Is there anything else 
I can do now?” 

**Nothing, thank you, Mrs. Smith. Your 
chickens look very good, and the air has given 
me an appetite. Where did this claret come 
from?” 

‘* Your father had it sent here, my lord, sev- 
eral years ago. Thereisa great deal of it in 
the cellar.” 

‘I'm very glad to hear it,” he answered, 
emptying his glass, ‘‘I think I'll have it sent 
back to Londor, as I don’t intend coming down 
here again. It’s too good to lose sight of. 
There's nothing else at present, Mrs, Smith.” 

“Very good, my lord. I'm sorry you'll find 
there’s no bell; but I'll come for the tray in 
half an hour.” 


Bie bate &? 


vr tt alone, closing the door carefully 
after her. When she returned he had fiuished 
his iunch, and was seated once mdfe al the 
writing table. This time, as he appeared to be 
busy, there was no conversation between 
them. She cleared the things away in silence 
and departed. 

He waited until she had got out of heari 
before he moved. Then he lit a cigar, an 
¢ pening the door walked out into the coriidor 
connecting the tower with the main building. 
A few yards down it there was a great fissure 
in the inland wall. He leaned over this and 
folding his arms upon the stonework looked 
thoughtfully at the tower. 

Two things struck aim about it. First, that 
taking into account the small size of the room 
wich he had just quitted, the walls must 
either be of extraordinary thickness, or there 
must be some hollow space between ; secondly, 
that from its great height and the fact of the 
o.ly recom in it being right at the top, it had 
probably been built for a watch tower. The 
last theory made the possibility of the exist- 
ence of any secret rooms about the place some- 
what wnltbaly ; yet it seemed a very feasible 
one ; fora strong light burning iz that little 
chamber at the top of the tower would cast its 
reflection far over the sea which rolled in to its 
very base. 

If there had been time, and if he could have 
been sure that Mrs. Smith was not watching 
him, he would have liked by some means to 
have got down on the beach below and have 
examined the tower from its base. But glanc- 
ing at his watch, he saw that there was 
scarcely time for this, so he determined to put 
the plan which he had previously determined 
upon into execution. He walked back into 
the room, and throwing away his cigar, care- 
fully examined the walls on the north side. He 
tried them inch by inch all the sr along 
without result. hey were perfectly solid 
stone and mortar. He looked all round the 
fire-place; it was even more unpromising. 
Then he tried the walls on the other side, 
though he hoped for little from these, for from 
the window he could tell that there was not 
much space for a passage of any sort between 
the inside and outside of the wall, Finally 
he concluded his search with a shrug of the 
shoulders, and confessed himself beaten—for a 
time. 

He lit another cigar, and sitting down in the 
easy chair once more read through the little 
packet of letters which he had secured. They 
told him so little, and yet so much. He could 
scarcely see, now that he had them, how to act. 
It was all vague and unsatisfactory. In his 
heart he knew that he was sorry that he had 
found them. It was a chapter of his father's 
life which had better have been kept closed 
forever. Had it not been for that marriage 
certificate—had there been mention of an angry 
father or brother, of the disgrace which, save 
for that slip of paper, he might have brought 
upon that dead woman and her family—then 
it might have been possible to connect this 
incident with his father’s murder, and thus he 
might have hunted down theassassin. But as 
it war, it seemed to him impossible to do so. 
This was an episode, a startling episode, but it 
had a finite ending. It was finished and done 
with. There was no point in it which he could 
lay hold of and follow out with any hope of its 
leading him to a definite clue. 

Four o'clock came, and soon afterwards Mrs. 
Smith knocked at the door, and entered, carry- 
ing a small bag. 

The fiy from Mewlton has arrived, my lord, 

and I have trought you your tea.’ 

He drank it, and then carefully locked up 
the writing desk and prepared to depart. 

“I shall send down here some time, Mrs. 
Smith,” he said, “‘ for the papers in that desk. 
I will let you know when. Or perhape I may 
wiite and ask you to forward them. You wiil 
be able to do that ?” 

“Certainly, my lord. I would use great 
care. 

He drew on his overcoat, and then swung 
the key thoughtfully backwards and forwards 
upon his finger. 

eas, ’ he said, “‘ until I do so I had bet- 
ter take the key and iet Mr. Brudnell have it.” 

She seemed a little disturbed, and there was 
an anxious gleam in her eyes. But she strug- 
gied to hide it. 

“It would be perfectly safe here, my lord, 
whee ou foundit, I would not let it out of 
my sight.” 








‘*T don’t doubt it, Mrs. Smitb,” be said walk- 
ing by her side down the corridor, “‘ but lawyers 
are very particular sort of people, you know, 
and there are important papers in that desk. 
1 think, in fact, 1 know that Mr. Brudnell 
would prefer earns the key himself.” 

“Very good, my lord.” They passed — 
the gallery and the dreary succession of unin- 
habited and uninhabitable roome, and out into 
the zeae where a closed fly, drawn by a pair of 
nondescripts—one pony and a_ horse—was 
waiting. Lord Alceston took his seat as once, 
and made his adieux to Mrs. Smith from the 
window. 

“Good day, Mrs. Smith. Much obliged for 
your attention.” 

**Good day, my lord, and tl ank you.” 

She dropped him an old-fashioned curtsey 
and stood with a very forced smile on her lips, 
till the carriage drove off. Then it vanished, 
and her whole a eee changed. She stood 
watching the vehicle as it curved slowly across 
the half bracken. covered, half barren moor, and 
around little sickly plantations of fir trees, 
with a fixed eager gaze which changed, the 
moment it finally disappeared, into a look of 
intense relief. The tears glistened in her eyes 
and her lips trembled. It had been a great 
strain on her, but thank God it was over. He 
had gone. Thank God for it, 


CHAPTER XXVI. 
A SPRING DOOR, 


The carriage which was conveying Lord 
Alceston back towards more civilized regions, 
had scarcely proceeded more than a couple of 
miles when its cccupant thrust his head out of 
the window and called to the driver to stop. 
The man pulled up at once, and turned round 
to find that his lordship had dismounted and 
was standing by his side. 

**Look here, my man,” he said slowly, “do 
you want to earn a sovereign?” 

**I shouldn't make no objection to that, your 
ee answered the man, touching his hat 
with a broad grin of anticipation. By his ac- 
cent and readiness of speech he was evidently 
no provincial. 

‘* Very well then, listen to me, and I'll tell 
you how,” Lord Alceston continued. “I’ve 
altered my mind about going away to-day. 
Don't ask any questions, but just do as I tell 
you. Drive back to the inn, and simply say 
that you were not wanted, but are to come to 
the castle for me to-morrow morning, Do 
you understand ?” 

“Perfectly, your lordship. Am I to drive 
you back to the castle now or leave you here?” 

** You are to leave me here. I shall return 
on foot.” : 

““Very good, your lordship,” the man an- 
swered, gathering up his reins. 

** You can go.” 

** Very good, your lordship.” 

‘Then why don’t you start?” 

| man touched his hat and smiled insinu- 
atingly. 

“There was a small amount to be earned, 
your lordship.” 

“And you want it in advance, do you?” 
Lord A'ceston remarked, smiling, and feeling 
in his pocket. 

** Well, it’s like this, your lordship,” the man 
said, confidentially, “they might not put me 
on the job to morrow, and then, you see~—” 

Lord Alceston handed him up the coin. 

“There you are, then. Y=~’re no fool, I see. 
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Remeusiet to ke=), a still tongue in your head.” 
.uere ain’t no fear, yourlordship. I knows 
wot I'm to say, and no more. I wish your 
lordship good afternoon.” 

The man drove off and left Lord Alceston 
standing in the middle of the road. It was 
barely five o’clock, but it was already almost 
dark. A gusty threatening wind came moan- 
ing over the bare expanse cf dreary open 
country, and several black heavy clouds were 
floating low down across the gray sky. Here 
and there the few little clumps of shrunken, 
stunted pine trees stood out like black spots on 
the soddened heath, and further away inland 
and over the tossing sea thin vaporous clouds 
of mist shut in the view. It was as cheerless 
a view as could possibly be conceived, and Lord 
Clanavon, although he was not as a rule much 
affected by his surroundings, could not refrain 
from a shudder. However, he had a purpose 
before him, and he intended carrying it 
through, so buttoning up his coat he turned 
round, and with the wina in his teeth, started 
back towards the castle. Directly he came 
within sight of the ghostly-looking pile, he 
altered his course, however, striking across 
the open country, and leaving the castle oa his 
left. In about half an hour he had reached the 
side of the cliff fronting the bay, immediately 
above the cottages, and about a quarter of a 
—_ from the castle, which was now in full 

view. 

He looked first at the tower. There was no 
light there. He drewa quick breath of dis- 
appointment, although it was only what he 
had exp<cted. He look around him, and 
choosing a flat rock, a little sheltered from the 
wind, he sat down and lit a cigar. 

An hour passed, two hours—three hours. 
Lord Alceston was smoking his last cigar, his 
feet were numbed With cold, and his patience 
was almost exhausted. Suddenly he jumped 
to his feet with a quick exclamation. A light 
had suddenly appeared in the dark outline 
before him, and after twinkling unsteadily for 
a minute or two had settled down to burn with 
a clear, steady glow. He threw away his cigar, 
and watched it with a peculiar smile. There 
could be no possible doubt about it. It came 
from the chamber in the tower, the key of which 
was at that very moment in his pocket, 





Mrs. Smith was sitting alone in her room, 
half parlor, half kitchen, with her eyes closed 
and her hands idle in herlap, Before her on 


the caken tabie was an open Bible, a lamp, 


and her knitting, but neither had received 
very much attention from her. She was an 
old woman, and for her it had been a terrible 
day. The suspense had wearied her, and now 
that it was over she was feeling the strain. 
But she was very grateful. She felt that she 
a reason to be, and she was genuinely grate- 
ul, 
“Hark! What was that? Surely not a 
clicking of the latch! It must have been the 
wind!amouse! Hark! Was that not a foot- 
step on the stone flags? Someone had entered 
the house! They were closing the door. Oh, 
God, if it should be he come back !” 

She clutched the s.de of her chair, and slowly 
opened her eyes. Before her, his hair tossed 
by the wind and the rain streaming from his 
clothes, stood Lord Alceston, with pale set 
face, and holding something in his right hand 
which flashed and gleamed in the dancing fire- 
light. She looked at him, dumb, her eyes 
glazed with an unutterable horror, and her 
aged limbs shaking. It was an awful moment, 
The perspiration stood in great son her 
dry wrinkled forehead. Often afterwards she 
wondered that the strings of her lite had not 
snapmd with the tension. It was enough to 
have killed her. 

His voice broke the spell which had numbed 
all her senses. 

‘“Mrs. Smith,” he said sternly, ‘“ you have 
lied to me about that room, There is someone 
in there now. I am going to solve this mys- 
tery for myself.” 

Consciousness had come to her like a flash, 
She knew what it was he pro to do; she 
foresaw the result. She saw the stern set look 
in his face, and the barrel of the revolver in his 
hand. It was the face of a man undaunted, 
indomitable, fearless, Yet she tried her best. 

She threw herself on her knees before him, 
She velled at his feet. 

“My lord,” she cried, “listen to me! Be 
warned! Assure as there is a God in Heaven 
Iswear to you that you will repent it every 
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dav of your life if you do this thing.” 

He looked at her curiously, but utterly un- 
moved, 

‘Though I face death itself, I shall go to 
that room and discover its occupant,” he said, 
quietly. ‘“ You have done illin keeping this 
thing secret from me, whatever it be, and if 
you have made my house the refuge of crim- 
inals you shall answer for it, old woman 
=e you are. Get up! You do no good 
tkere.” 

She sprang towards him, and wound her 
atms around his neck to hold him back. He 
disengaged himself as gently as he could, but 
still with some little force. With a shriek 
which rang through the bare rooms and empty 
ruined corridors, and awoke a thousand strange 
echoes at every corner, she sank back upon the 
bare stone floor fainting. 

He hesitated, but it was only for a second. 
She must take her chance. e could do little 
for her if he stayed, and if the sound of her cry 
had reached the tower he might find the occu- 
pant fled. Catching up the lamp in his left hand 
he hurried away along the wide a Twice 
he lcst his way and had to retrace his — 
and many times he stumbled over the start 
rats and nearly fell. At last he reached the 
ruined corridors leading to the tower, and his 
heart gave a great leap. He strode along with 
the key ready in his hand. When he reached 
the part where there was a great gap in the 
side : nd roof, the wind blew hislamp out. He 
threw it away over the side, and heard it go 
crathing down below. With his free hand he 
drew his revolver from his pocket, and hurried 
on. 

He reached the door and thrust the key in 
the lock. It was stiff, and creaked in the turn- 
ing. There was a sound from inside like a 
sharp report. Lord Clanavon, with a final 
wrench, threw the door open and stepped 
quickly inside. 

A lamp was burning on the table which had 
been his father’s, and a book lav oven beside it. 
resis wae @ strong smell of tobact ia the 
Foom and other evidences of Fecent occupation. 
But the room had Hid 6Ctupant, It was empty. 

Lord Alcest@h iooked eagerly around for 
some cite &8 to the means by which the mys- 
terious occupant had escaped him. Suddenly a 
certain part of the floor attracted his notice. 
The carpet was all disarranged, and two of the 
oaken beams were aslant from a certain point, 
as though on a hinge. He stooped down to 
examine them closer, and saw at once that 
they formed a trapdoor. He lifted it and 
below was an iron ladder leading into dark- 
ness as black as night. 

He did not hesitate for more than a moment. 
Then slipping his revolver into his pocket and 
rasping the sides of the ladder with both 
| s, he commenced the descent. Five, six, 
seven, eight steps he counted. Then it began 
to get a little lighter, and from the ninth he 
stepped off on to some sort of flooring. Toere 
was no sound, no sign of anyone else being 


near. 

He struck a match and looked curiously about 
him. He was in a chamber similar in shape, 
only smaller, than the one which he had just 
quitted, but windowless, and with no signs of 
ever having been regularly used as a human 
habitation. The walls were damp and spotted 
with fungi and huge cobwebs, the floor was 
rough and uneven, and a vault-like musty 
smell filled the place. The only light came 
from a small opening in the wall on the sea- 
ward side, which seemed also to afford the sole 
means of ventilation. 

A little heap in the far corner attracted 
Lord Clanavon's attention, and he made his 
way carefully towards it. Unfit though the 
place was, it had evidently been used by some- 
one as a temporary lodging, for here in the 
driest portion was a heap of bedclothes, linen, 
and a few other articles bundled together as 
though in great haste with the view of hiding 
them. Dircctly he saw them, Lord Clanavon 
knew that the object of his search could not be 
far away. 

He stiuck another match and looked around 
to see what meansof exit the place afforded. 
Almost cegoes him was a small wooden door, 
rotten with ageand tottering on its hinges. 
Some efforis seemed to have been made to 
strengthen it, for sprung iron hooks were 
roughly tied up with rope, but there was 
neituer lock nor volt to it, 

Lord Clanavon looked at it for a minute, and 
then took a quick step forward and lit another 
match. There was no doubt about it. The 
door was shaking slightly backwards and for- 
wards, as thease held on the other side by an 
unsteady hand, and drawi a step nearer 
still and listening, he could 
sound—the sound of an exhausted and panting 
man struggling to hold his breath. 


(To be Continued.) 


ear a faint, low 








Athletics. 


Sporting Life, London, Eag., says: * One 
of the most excellent remedies for sprains, 
bruises, strains, over-tension of the ligaments, 
and other ailments incidental to athletic sports, 
is St. Jacobs Oil.” The same is said of it by 
the sporting journals of the States. 





Analogy: False and True. 


John Burroughs, in an essay in the Septem- 
ber Atlantic on Analogy: False and True, 
which is full of analogies quoted from all kinds 
of writers, — $ 

A man’s life may st 
water may 5 ate, and just as motion and 
direction are the remedy for one, so purpose 
and ac'ivity are the remedy for the other. 
Movement isthe condition of life, any way. 
Set the currents going in the air, in the water, 
in the body, in the mind, in the community, 
and a healthier condition will foliow. Change, 
diversity, activity, are the prime conditions of 
life and health everywhere. People with 
doubts and perplexities about life goto work 
to ameliorate some of its conditions, and their 
doubts and perplexities vanish, not because the 
problems are solved, as they think they are, 
but because their energies have found an out- 
let, the currents have set goi Persons 
of strong will have few doubts and urcertain- 
ties. They do not solve the probleme, but they 
break the speli of their enchantment. Noth- 
ing relieves and ventilates the mind like a 
resolution, 

All trades, pursuits, occupations, furnish 
types or symbole for the mind. The word 
whitewash” has become a very useful one, 











a Ge, 


joyed your letters greatly while I was away. 
ul 


ate as literally as 


Thoreau said he would not be as one who 
drives a nail into more lath than plaster. Even 
the railroad has contributed useful terms, as 
side-tracked, down brakes, the red flag, etc. 
Great men are like the through train that con- 
nects far distant points; others are merely 
local. From the builder we get the effective 
phrase and idea of scaffolding. So much in the 
society is mere varnish and veneer. Life is 
said to have its “‘seamy side.” The lever and 
the fulcrum have their supersenuous uses, 
The chemist with his solvents, precipitations, 
crystalizations, attractions and _ repulsions, 
and the natural philosopher with his statics 
and dynamics and his correlation of 
forces, have enlarged our powers of ex: 
ression. The strata of the geologist 
urnish a useful type. What a significant 
symbol is afforded by the wave! here is 
much in life, in fhistory, ann in all nature that 
is typified by it. We have cold waves and hot 
waves, and in the spring and fall inigrations 
of the birds we have ‘bird waves.” Earth- 
quake shocks go in waves and circles; how 
often our views and conceptions of things are 
expressed by the circle! It is a symbol of 
most profound meaning. It helps us to under 
stand how the universe is finally inexplicable ; 
that there is neither beginning nor end, and 
that it retreats forever into itself. 
The author of John Inglesant draws this apt 
illustration from acommon game, ‘“ Life,” he 
says, ‘‘is like a game of cards ; you cannot con- 
trol the cards, but of such as turn up you must 
make tke most.” Or this, still more apt: ‘‘ The 
election of a new pope is like a change of 
trumps at a game of cards. All persons and 
matters remain the same as they were before; 
yet their realms and relationships are ali 
panant the aspect of the entire scene is 
red. 


_—— TIO 


Exhibition Attractions. 


One of the most interesting things at the 
coming Exhibition in Toronto to ladies especi- 
ally wiil be the exhibit by the manufacturers 
of the now celebrated Health Brand under- 
vests. All the new styles of the fall season 
will be shown, and the attendants will give 
away samples of the wool they are made from, 
thus enabiing the public to satisfy themselves 
that it is as absolutely fine and pure as claimed. 
Make a note of this. Over a hundred auto- 
graph testimonials from the leading doctors of 
peng | important town in Canada. The goods 
are for sale in every first-class store, but when 
asking ‘for this make, unless yee see the word 
Health stamped on the article, it won’t be 
genuine. 
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Lucullus—:What’s the matter with you, old 


feller? 

Damocles—-Nothing, excepting the fact that 
when get as cheap as that and achap’s 
got to piay Hamlet in Saginaw to-morrow 
night, 1t 

Lucullus—Say no more, pardner, You have 
my sympathy! 





Oh 


Girlish Confidence Betrayed. 
Susie—I don’t want to seem flattered by the 


attentions of these men. I don’t look as if I 


hadn't been used to such things, do I? 
Amy—No. You lcok asif you were a belle 
before the war, 


Sj _____4 4 __ 


His Love for Grammar. 


** Darling,” he said softly, and at the same 
time with a certain degree of firmness, “I en- 


* Oh, did you, George?” cried the beauti 
girl, her face glowing with pleasure. 

“ Yes, Ethel, I did,” he said, ‘‘despite the 
fact that I could bardly approve of some of the 
phrases you used.” 

** Oh, I know I can’t write well, George,” she 
said penitently, while she toyed with his silken 
mustache, “ but you knew what I meant?” 

“Yes, I knew what you meant,” he said, 
patronizingly, ‘‘ but it was nevertheless open 
to misconstruction, and one cannot be too care- 
ful. Iam somewhat of a stickler in that line, 
you know. Now, in your last letter you began 
* My Dearest Dariing,’” 

“Oh, George!” And the beautiful girl tried 
to hide her blushes in his shoulder. 

“Tut, tut,” he said. * Don’t be foolish. That 
would indicate, you see, that you had several 
other darlings, f course, it gives me the 
preference as being the dearest, but then it 
do: sa't look right fora girl to have too many 





darlings. One ought to be sufficient, especi- 
ally when he is engaged.” 

“Why, George!" She had her head off his 
shoulder now. : 

**Oh, of course, I know what you mean,” he 
went on, in his superior way, ‘ but one might 
as well be correct. Now, in another letter you 
called me your ‘ownie own.’ That doesn’t 
make sense. ‘Ownie own’ conveys no more 
meaning than ‘own,’” 

“George!” There was a menace in her tone, 
but he was too busy with his little lesson to 
notice it. 

‘* Another time ——” he began, 

““Never mind the other time,” she inter- 
se 4 : 

ve y, my dear, I was only giving you a 
a ao in po ye of English.” 

“Oh, yes, my use of language doesn’t suit.” 
The beautiful girl was a trifle excited. 

** My dearest——” 

‘But I'll improve—I'll do better. I suppose 
if I called a man Mr. Jones it would indicate 
that there were other Joneses who were not to 
be cailed * Mister’ ?” 

‘“ Um—well——” 

‘*Um, well, yes. And if I ever meet another 
man named Jones, George Marion Jones, I'll 
take pains to call him Mr. Jones. (ood night.” 

As er Marion, Jones walked slowly home 
he resolved never again to find fault with the 
wording of a love letter. The next feminine 
heart he captures can roam at will in or out of 
the dictionary and the grammar, 





It isn’t difficult to crack the nut in which 
the truth is hidder. The easiest thing in the 
world is to spend money, and it’s just about as 
easy to spend it injudiciously. This is exactly 


what you do not do when you purchase our 
furniture. When you lay out a dollar you ex- 
pect to get it back ar not in ectual money, 


but in value received for value given. e 
give you at least a dollar’s worth for a dollar, 
and we guard your interests as carefully as we 
doourown. Figure as closely as you please, 
you can never make a more profitable calcula- 
tion than that which enters into the purchase 
of everything for the home in this establiah- 
ment. We know our prices are the lowest in 
the market, and all who want easy credit get 
it for the asking. 

YOUR NEW CARPET costs you as little (it 
may be less) here than elsewhere, and you get 
the choicest autumn styles to select from as 
well as the advantage of easy credit. 


THE Cc. F. ADAMS’ 
HOME FURNISHING HOUSE 


177 to 179 Yonge 8t., through to 6 Queen St. East 
Tel. 2233 C.S.CORYELL, Mer. 


NINE O’CLOCK OIL 


Ig & pronounced success in the treatment of even the moet 
severe attacks of throat and lung troubles. 


25 CENTS PER BOTTLE 
FOR SALH BY ALL DRUGGISTS 


CENTRE ISLAND 


Hereward Spencer & Co., Tea Me: ehants 
63} King Street West, Toronto, Ont. 


PURE INDIAN AND CEYLON TEAS 


40c., 50c., 600., per Ib. 
JAMOMA OOFFEH 40c, PER LB. 
Telephone 1803 


THESE. TEAS 


Can now be obtained: at 


J. GRAY’S 


The Hygienic Dairy Centre Island 


USE 
MIRACULOUS 
WATER 


FOR THE COMPLEXION. 








FOR SALE BY ALL. DRUGGISTS. 





DUNN'S FRUIT SALINE 


Produces a delightfully Cooling ard Invigorating Sparkling Aerated Water. 


THE BEST REMEDY FOR BILIOUSNESS, INDIGESTION, 
SEA SICKNESS, ETC. 
W. G. DUNN & CO., London, England, and Hamilton, Canada. PRICE 50c. PER BOTTLE. 
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love for and imploring an explana- 
tion of the relationship existing between the 

visits the Exhibition grounds should go straight to the 
exhibit of the now celebrated 


minister and her lover. 
“ HEALTH BRAND” 


































The Two Leos. 


g (Written for Saturday Night by A. L. McNab.) 

| : In a beautiful valley, watered by a windin 
limpid river, flank by towering wood 
cliffs on three sides, and running down on the 
fourth to one of the most charming bays 
Canada possesses, the hamlet of G was 
situated, The scenery in the neighborhood 
was most varied and of the grandest types. 
Great rugged fir-clad hills, rocky gorg far- 
stretching plains, purling brooks, rumbling 

8, 









She goes down to the livrary, timidly enters, 
and stands all confusion before her father. He 
looks up and gives a miserable start at the 
altered oppesennee of his beloved daughter. 
She who but a few ar ago was the pink of 
health was now -faced, pale and care- 
worn. Her noticeable decline awakened alarm 
and sympathy in the old minister, and drawing 
her toward him he says: 








srolee tod othe beauties wore ineinden im the | lesinad the Uri vitooiees OUaE t cone leek. ‘Il ite 
thousand othe 8 on zer the t, vivacious c once Knew. rests c 5 
Ltd, attractions of G—— and therefore one need Have 1 been “ankind oon dent Sal on undervests. Attcndants will be on hand to GIVE AWAY 
t wonde nson, what is the matter.” , ‘ i icfy 
severed artist soul, had, without hesitation, on visit-| " Throwing herself at his feet and burying her SAMPLES of the wool from which the public can satisfy 
ing the — resolved to pass the summer va. | face in her hands, she stammers : ar 
lage and cation there. And it is here that we find him| “Leo, father—Leo—I love him. He is my themselves that it is absolutely pure and good. 
tion the on (od delightful ae eget ne a aon oo life, my sll—Ob | without him I cannot live. 
sketch opens, sauntering siow wn 6 t me die or give me , 
ot nt st maple-shaded country towards his modest . Me. Erskine had Bot poe te tatnnens iden of FOR SALE BY 
or farm house ngs. eoline’s atfection for 0. e uri t 
As he passes the little red-brick church on | so deeply that not even her changed appear- W A M U RR AY & CO To ronto 
. . 7s 
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the outskirts of the village, his attention is 
attracted by the strains of a sweet and well 
trained sop’ano voice. He pauses a moment 
approaches the door and finding it unlatched 
pulls it part way opan and ps cautiously in. 
At the organ was sea one of the most 



















ance hinted of love, above all, love for the 
detested Leo, and the surprise the confession 
had caused rendered him almost speechless 
for a moment. Leoline remained at his feet 
with downcast eyes. 

** Leo, what nonsense is this? I had rather 






























All the new styles for this fall will be in show cases at 


the Exhibition grounds. 












































n of our beautiful girls he had ever seen, Her face was | see you dead than that man’s wife, even if such 
of a most perfect classic type and the mass of | a thing could be.” _ 
ee hair ae prem coiled om - — ” 7 itis wee. — an aoe says is ~ i tk alied te ethene Miss Nellie J 
was up e dying sun rays to an almost | true ou are his father why did you Again the summer has come and G—— is all | suesses were near the truth. e r is not quite so 88 Nellie Johnston has just returned from 
heavenly radiance. never tell me that I had a brother? Why did aglow with its rich beauty. Again down the | £004 as the omer, 5 It ar Doe let me know when you | Europe with a full line of de latest novelties 
ITO As Leo gazed on the beautiful profile pres. | I never know him? Had you told me before | maple-shaded country road comes Leo Erskin- caumamar aaa Gk te oc reful acknowledgment. You | ‘2 dress goods for street and carriage. Evening 
ented to him, the player, as if conscious of | this might have been avoided, but now it istoo | son. But he is not alone this time. All beam- re.d not write to decline oe invitation to an afternoon At | Wear and bridal trousseau a specialty. The 
some scrutinizing gaze, turned suddenly round | late. Oh! God, why am I thus used? Why | ing with health and laden with the trophies | Home. 4 I should strongly urge herto doso. 5. There is | latest novelties in Parisian millinery and trim 
it, especi and their eyes met: e girl on beholding a | can I not throw off the chains which bind me | of the woods, Leoline is walking at his side. | a special reason why the exams. are beid at that time, but — We invite an early inspection of our 
» especi- stranger blushed in confusion, and Leo, blush- | to an unnatural love?” And laying her head They approach the old church so dear to | it would be much more comfortable were the date cnanged. | stock. Misses E. & H. Johnston, 122 King 
ad off hi ing almost as much, mumbled forth some | on her father’s knee she wept couvaleivel them now since it was here they first met and | °. Your writing shows ideality, slight intuition, some love | street west. A 
= words of apology, basing his grounds of intru-| The old man was completely overcome a his | loved. By a common impulse they enter, and | of secial intercourse, curiosity, some mirth and hope, hon- 
poatny sion emphatically on her “entrancing voice.” | daughter's grief. He paused-a moment, un- | Leoline sitting down at the organ begins to | sod rather a terdenes to fruitlee cfm : 
oe on ht The girl, having by this time regained her | decided, then laying his hand on her head he sing the dear old song which Leo loved so well, Enotese Viet: a S haveaee cna of: the book but 
letter geht self-possession, and being somewhat pleased | said, in tones whieh indicated that every word | because it was the song he first heard her sing, | will look it up tea peu, 2 Certainly not, black frock coat 
t Goee't by his flattery, informs him that no apolog'es | he uttered pierced his very heart and that the | In the Gloaming. When she had finished the | and light trowsers with mauve gloves and tie. 3. Your 
ae = are necessary and without hesitancy, (baing | confession he was making was an ordeal which last lines, writing shows candor, truth, dignity and amiability. You 
| ° but a village girl) invites him to take a seat, | nothing but the strongest paternal love could “It was best to leave you thus dear, are fond of a laugh and apt to enjoy a good story. You 
her tone adding that she is the minister’s daughter and make him undergo : Best for you ani best for me,” are a oe and a wate seus of Boe own 
lessen 66 is waiting here until her father calls forher.| “L2oline, look up. You may love and be| Leo, coming nearer, throws his arms around | joo; have Sbility and som : pee hon ‘sebuun * oveny fexer: 
o You may be sure he was not loth to accept | happy (if your happiness depends on that | her and says: day since you wrote. Then you must b2 worn out. It is 
the invitation. man’s love). Leo—L20 is not your brother.” “Tt was best, our parting, my love. For in | quite impossible to answer yon out of your turn, and I’m 
he Suter. Her hands seemed to become less manage- “Oh, God be thanked !—my father——” Leo- | my lonely days, my days of seeming hope- | sure you did not stop to think when you req tired an an- 
able and her — were constantly straying to | line bursts forth in an almost hysteric tone as | less love, 1 learned to cherish you with an | $Wer on the next Saturday, but then, stopping to think is 
ik You a the dark handsome stranger (for Leo was as | she twines her beautiful arms about the old | affection so pure and so holy that I feel that | J48+ what you don’t do as a general thing. 
i) y grand a cast df manhood as the village girl was | man’s neck. time is as nothing to us and that our love is ! , XNmirrs.—1 The twelfth of July is the anniversary of 
n't suit,” of womanhood) until at last with an impatient | “Leo! Leo! Can I love you? Oh, God! how | eternal. It can never die, can it my darling?” =~ seat Ge ee a Te a 
os gesture she closed the book and the organ and | happy I am.” And nestling herself’ Leoline answers: | you how the manos ave ceed tee of its religions 
turned to the visitor. hen Leoline had recovered from the joyful | ‘* Never.” cause of dispute. 2 Your second question has been an- 
suppose ‘You are a stranger in our village?” shock sufficiently to listen to her father, he told swered before this by events. 3. Writing shows imag.na- 
in P t “Yes. I anticipate spending a couple of | her the following story : tion, erratic impulse, self-will and some energy but not 
be aan te months here The scenery is grand and the| Leo Erskinson was his adopted son. Before Correspondence Coupon. coors directed and controlled by good judgment. I 
| ad place, like my nature, retired.” Mr. Erskine had married Leoline’s mother he = id fancy you would enjoy active b agree» — fret 
Thus they chatted for some time, neither | had been engaged toa sweet young girl, Leo- | The above coupon must accompany every graphological geedacenney po nmnsmes WA ay pron Saomaienen. Teeny 
another knowing the other’s name nor even thinking of | line Lyons by name. He passionately loved | study sent in after August 15. The Editor requests corres- | some capability oma van you think it worth while can 
ones, I'll asking or informing. her. They quarreiled and in the frenzy of the | pondents to observe the following rules: 1. Graphological severe very steadily, are sensitive to praise and don’t 
Aol ght ~ Then L20 begs her to sing for him. She does | moment both had married. Leoline Lyons studies must consist of at least six lines of original matter, | like criticism. Your writing lacks care, thought and con- 
vly ome so, and having chosen an old Scotch love hal- | was soon after her marriage left a poor widow. including several capital letters. 2. Letters will be an- sistency. 
ith th lad, is pouring it forth with all her soul. L:0 | But she had not long to put up with her s : Kirtsy, Brantford.—1. I think I have another correspon- 
Reiiokas is gaziog at the lovely, sad face and wondering | poverty, for scarcely had her son reached his | *¥¢te4 in their order, unless under unusual ciroumstances. | dent who uses your nom de plume, my feline friend, there- 
ae what that strange feeling was which her | second birthday when she died. Before her | Correspondents need not take up their own and the editor’s | fore I have located you. 2 Your writing shows care and 
ont o presence called forth, when a step is heard out- | death, being anxious about her son's future, | time by writing remioders and requests for haste. 3. Quo- Senay tl in wndearaadl etaend token Never was a more decided hit made th 
side. The door pushed open and both Leo and | and knowing from her long acquaintance and | tations, scraps or postal cards are not studied. 4. Please ; some lack of conceit. You are good tempered and have a 
—s his companion looking up, behold the minister | engagement with John Erskine of his manly | address Correspondence Column. Enclosures unless ac- | rather a pretty dignity which 18 unusual in one whois not | when ‘*‘Sunlight” Soap was put on the mar- 
very mature—as I doubt your being. This youthfulness 





approaching. His face is wreathed with smiles 
and he seems about to make some bantering 
remark when his eyes fall upon Leo and the 
smile instantly gives place to a black cloud of 
anger. 

‘** Leo!” he almost shrieks, - 

Both look up (the girl’s name is Leoline, Leo 
for short), but the minister's eyes were fixed 
on the youth. 

‘‘Leo, how came you here? Have you in 
spite—" Taen checking himself and turnin 
to his daughter, ‘* Leoline, you ma: BO. I will 
overtake you. I wish tospeak with this man.” 

Leoline (for by this name you must now 
know the minister’s daughter) reluctantly 
rises to obey her father’s orders, wonderin 
how he comes to know this young man an 
wondering still more at the striking resem- 
blance in their names. Giving the stranger 
one last long glance, in return for which she 
receives one so tender that it thrills her very 
soul, she leaves the church. 

As soon as she is well out of hearing the 
minister again turns to Leo. ‘‘ How come you 

















qualities, she sent for him, and after a recon- 
ciliation asked him as a last favor if he 
would adopt her son. John promised to do so 
and had faithfully kept hisword. But his wife 
knowing of his former love for Leoline Lyons 
would, he thought, naturally be averse to his 
adenine her child and he had therefore kept 
him, unknown to his family, in a distant city. 
He had been educated by the best masters, Mr. 
Erskine visiting him once or twice each college 
term and arranging that he should travel each 
vacation. Leo (having been told that his 
mother had died during his infancy) was quite 
content with his mode of life and had reached 
the age of twenty-one without desiring to visit 
the far away town where his father lived. (Leo 
may seem to have been very indifferent to his 
supposed father, but how could he be otherwise, 
when since his earliest recollection his only 
friends had been colleges, tutors, and books, 
and he had been taught to look upon the old 
man, who visited him each term, as the pro- 
vider of the means which kept him with his 
beloved companions—books and travel.) Mr. 







companied by coupons are not studied. 

Evirasetu —Only practise will do it, my lady, steadiness 
and pretty curves can be accomplished by real attentive 
practise. 

Bytown.—Writing shows ideality, refinement, intuitive 
perception, dignity, a slight reserve, good temper and 
generosity. 

Murra, Woodstock.—Extreme ideality, independence, 
rather a desire for effect, some intuitive preception, little 
sympathy, a rath r quick temper and a capricious fancy, 
rather hopeful and proud. 

Daisy D.—Your writing shows sense of humor, cheerful- 
ness, self-will and great nervous energy. You are inde- 
pendent and decided and have suffi sient perseverance, and 
where you like you like truly and earnestly. 

vista —1. You ask for your temperamentonly. I should 
fa was the choleris 2 F heve ant the least idea what 
sort of a man you would fancy probably a phi ic and 
and taciturn individual as love delights in opposites. 

Nrra W.—Your writing shows a deliberate mind not apt 
to theoriz? nor gush over people or things. It is full of 
fun, affection and good common sense, but I cannot see 
that it is Gevelepen enough for a satisfactory study. Lady 
Gay and myself return your gentle message in kind. 

Kayanka. —Writing shows large ideas, and good energy, 
some decision of character, lack of ease and fluency, some 


will prevent my saying bad things about your lack of de 
cision, and a few other little short comings which time is 
bound to cure. You write a charming letter and I suppose 
you have by this time returned to Toronto. I think you 
might have sent me the pretty picture of \our midsummer 
home iostead of tantalizing me so Lady G sy’s love to you, 
Kitten. 

Pretry.—1. There is no impropriety in asking a gentle- 
man for his picture but it is rather an undignified and un- 
wise thing todo. It isa little worse to offer to exchange 
with him, I cannot fa: cy a really nice girl making herself 
ascheap asthat. 2 Itis never necessary to thank your 
escort for seeing you home, the pleasure is supposed to be 
on his side and he looks upon it as an honor and privilege 
if he isa gentleman. When you are old and less sought 
after, and some young f:-llow takes care of you, it is 
allowable to thank him prettily for so doing, encouraging 
him to be courteous and polite even to ladies who are past 
their jeunesse doree. 3. When the hostess can aff ord it, it 
is much more agreeable, if her guests are real “dancing 
a” to have a pianist, but for a small party, if the 

ostess plays well and some of her guests are also per- 
formers, it is more informal to depend on them. 4. Your 
writiag shows caprice and indecision, vanity and self-will, 
a di tion to fault finding, but rather about things than 
people Isn't that a collection of undesirable traits? But 
you are also good-natured and kind, fond of humor and 
‘ood natural 








ket, revolutionizing, and converting millions 
of women to adopt a clean, easy and economi- 
cal way. Have you tried it yet? Don’t hesi- 


tate, for ‘“‘ Sunlight” will please you. 





(an You Believe It? 


We know it is hard to believe, and yet it is 
true, that every day persons who ask for 
CarRTER’s LITTLE Liver Pits, have handed 
out to them something which looks like 


1 which here, sir? Had you not man enough about you | Erskine had, but a few months previously, de- probably popular and well thought of, have 

gin the to shift for yourself after I had cast you off, and | cided to inform Leo of the real state of affairs sewers ag of dealt ond docited love of ponies antl ‘have | abllity aud would bea very sunbeam {a cloudy times, can C-A-R-T-E-R--S, and yet is not. 

bout as have you again ferreted me out? Know this, | and bring him home, and had —_ to the city | something to show for bis life work before he is old. endure a lot for those you love and can love them dearly. 
young man, that lam once and for all done with | for this purpose when they had quarrelled an Em Leng —1. Work of known merit. Two or more pic- a They are put up in a RED wrapper, and they 

exactly you. Our interview in Toronto, last winter, I | in the height of his anger Mr. Erskine had cast | tures must be exhibited b:fore the executive committee. H to Li $1,000 a ¥ closely imitate ‘‘C-A-R-T-E-R--S” in general 

ase our hoped was final, but it seems not so. Let this | L>ooff, forbidding him ever to seek him again. | 2, Dues are $15 per annum. 8 Advantages are attendance ow to Live on ’ a sear, appearance. But it isa fraud!!! 

you ex- be. You will please leave the church, and As soon as he had finished his story, Leoline | at Life Class and Art School. 4. Yes; with the Cone Most of us remember the discussions that . : 

~a A = you yemsels Due? forbid you speaking to | threw her arms about the minister's neck and — — 5. I have seen some hanging just outside | took ace, oe years ago in ; ew aenten The unsuspecting purchaser who wants 

a. e eoline, my daughter. id: a . papers, an e numerous letters that appeare ’s LITTL , 

dollar, Leo's face during this insulting harangue “* But father, you'll forgive Leo, won't you? | Lirrus Browniz—1 By peeetiens, tom cotany a in the Times during the silly season as to the ee es iain ee ps Pies he 

y as we bursts forch into a very sea of anger and he | I could not be half so happy if I knew you ob- | paud copies. 2 Tk is saytlane Bus pretty. or clou, | various ways of existing on £500 a year. In | , ure of their virtues, 

Please, can scarcely retain the impulsive and haughty | jected to my love. Kiss me father and say | \°,.meq for ‘sttcestion. 4 Thoveue is pronounced with | Canada there are more salaries of $1 000 than | goes home with a fraud and imitation in his 

ralcula- 8; eech rising to his lips. But his better nature | you'll forgive my Leo.” the accent on the first two letters—thus Ev-elyn. It isa | there are of five hundred pounds sterling. One | pocket. 

irchase conquers and he remains silent until the mini. “I'll forgive him my darling,” said the old | charming name. of the great items of expense is dress. Few 

ablioh- stor has finished, thew Saking his hat be bids | man, big tears running down bis cheeks, ‘I'll | ateax.—A very studied and slightly afl ited chiro. coe to — ae ewe  aaoaree HEED THE WARNING. 

west in 1im good afternoon ng as he is leaving: f l him for your sake.” y. Sh e and consideration o e world’s | may be ever so thin, prov at a pure wco ' 

dit get scien chance, ‘sir, thet thus we caee I — _ a * 7 ‘ = ; ree, some” manneriam, pt ~ , — Be wngg ny z pal Brand” an enyest be —- next oe eae ee o oles lees 
sought this village for its scenery, little sus- but kindness and conscientiou } skin, one genuine unless stam ** Health.” mat you want. 
pecting that you played a dual role in the pi deieek eiieetea te ilietag mas saeion wea ae a will probably develop an improved You want Carter's Lirrte Liver Pms, be- 

ttle (it Pent Oe Yo edt fone acu nister in this | looking out into the cold street. The rain was |" tii You small girls do write the fanniest letters Philosophy From Texas. cause you know their value and their merit. 

th remote spot. You need fear nothing hereafter | falling icily and steadily. Tne gas lamps were ‘lias, do you think it is just the thing to begin a Tury Never Fal. 

fou get from my interference as I shall leave for To- | being lighted and their yellow glare seemed | jetter “Dear sir,” and then say “with fond love,” at the | Cloves on the breath is a plea of guilty. ; 

‘om as rita = night,’ ot — ae to bees only to make deeper the gathering gloom of | end of it? I did not write so to presumably * strar ge i” portes * the meceeee rete When you go to buy a bottle of CarTEr’s 
the minuster’s re e@ saunters from t ” i as young as you are. ok I won’ roverb is a clearly sta act w 7 “CARTERS” 

Ply © | the dull Octoberevening. The passersby, some ae een veer e riting Baul i¢ is more formed. qsheltans at. Littce Liver PIts, ask for “‘C-A-R-T-E-R’S, 
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church, leaving him half sorry, half provoked 
at his own impetuous conduct, and hastens 
towards his lodging. 

Mr. Erskine, the minis‘er, after a few mo- 
ments also hurries from the building intent on 
overtaking Leo, but to his extreme chagrin he 
is nowhere to ba seen. He then turns home- 
an excuse to account for his 






boisterous in their merriment, others silent in 
their sorrow, hurried on toward their respec- 
tive destinations while Leo sat at the darken- 
ing pane and thought of the one of whom he 
ever thought—of Leoline. His sad reverie is 
broken by a slight tap at the door. 

His landlady pushed open the door saying: 


“Mr. Erskinson, here is a letter for you. The | 





Fvussre.—l. Your writing shows some tenacity of purpose 
and good determioation, rather a — temper, great 
desire for success and probably ability to n it. You 
have good sense and power of judging a though you 
lack quickness of perception, you generally get there in 
your own quiet way. 2 You can improve your writing by 
practising carefully from round hand copies. 

Apar —Writing shows originality in thought and exp ree- 





The trouble with the crank is that he will 
turn only one way. 

The rooster crows at daybreak to wake up all 
the hens for business. 

There is more good common sense in the 
French duel than in any other kind. 

Carving white pine goods boxes with a 








be sure you get ‘“‘C-A-R-T-E-R.-’-S,” and take 
nothing but the genuine CARTER’s LITTLE 
Liver PILLs. 


A POSITIVE CURE FOR 
SICK HEADACHE 














t. East veers plannin 
onduct before Leoline. ’ bition, decided self-esteem, carelessness and | pocket-knife is a profession and not a trade. 
r 1a the meantime Leo has reached his board. poet letter!” td hee crossing the Son of steadiness. “You have not the easy temper nor the RCS a eS 
che ing house, settled his bills, packed together his | -o9m at a bound and unheeding any further | gentle tact that omen = — * soyeas te yesnehts Was Canale : 
traps, ao just reaches the station in time to | pemarks from Mrs.Goulde. He lit the gas and sour ot but you need & good deal of training. The material mye Sf Sette . Small Pill Small Dose Small Price 
> catch the night train for Toronto. glanced hurriedly at the letter. It was ad-| js there, but is in danger of being wasted for lack of USE HORSFORD'S ACID PHOSPHATE, 
18 most Leoline overflowing with curiosity and ques, | dressed in that firm, bold hand he knew 80 | judicious workiog up. shat patience a | * ein VW: Blackman, Brooklyn, N. Y., says 
; - | well. oe afraid you have found out that patience is | ‘‘I am very much pleas w n seasick. ( 
tions regarding his late action, but in a vague “From my father!" he said. ‘* What can he ws a you seed, Aan; also that you can’t be answered | ness. Several cases have been brought to my HAVE you TENDER FEET ? 
and unsatisfactory manner he explains matters want with me?” out of your turn. Your writing shows rather a self-seeking | attention where it afforded prompt and entire 
yome and she has to be content, and although she | Nervously he tore it open and read: nature (probably you have had this forced upon you) and a | pojieg,” IF YOU HAVE 
Anan says nothing more aovout tbe affair, her “ . : Co G good ap) tion of hume?, Father & sharp temper, and 
thoughts, the whole time, are on the dark- My Dzan Leo, me heme to at | frough kind at heart you are a little brusqve in manner, Fl tt’ F t P d 
cyedeuriy halved stranger with the saste'ss | pee f,bave forgiven Youll for Laoling's | Vurtnarmy tb scary rte au omens Of Human Toterest. ett's Foot Powders 
much like her own. : Your fath 7s , a l ins i WILL CURE THE 
ou. our father, J ehows indifference to appearances, hasty Morris—Has Dumley any rare coins in his M 
bants ‘ ° ° . ° ° ? “J. E. ERSKINE scniinie, exbaionen yemnpared with mercy, lack of per- | numismatic collection ? —— 
Day after day Leoline watehed for Leo in the |” 5.5 —-The news ie relative to your own and | pie o te tnt can capalic atere, op? a wis We vay | Noi Kem, He, hes the first quarterever| FLETT'S DRUG STORE 
. rill tched i ag m aughter’s happiness.” of an u o A ae save y Russe , an e only hones 
‘EAS want” . Omit : ee ti Terente fh «+ sap. * Your father, J. E. Erskine!” said Leo, | by —_ ie, See Oa er ettesned Sal meas pace dollar ever made by Jay Gould. 482 Queen Street West, Toronto 
ing to forget the golden-haired, village | puzzled at the name. (He still thought the ao bring them to ® successful issue, but in reaching for 
LB. beauty who had, in the few moments | minister's name was Erskinson.) here is | success will trample under foot many a gentle enj»yment. 
in the church, | some mystery here. Jes3,—1 Writing shows perseverance, perception, deter- 


sland 





they had spent together 
stolen his heart. But whateyer he did, where- 
ever he went, the same face haunted him. He 
was in love, and hopelessly, for Leoline’s father 
was the only father he had ever known. Leo- 
line must be his sister. 

At last he decided to write to her, to explain 
what he knew, and find out if after all there 
might not be some mistake. 

ne morning when Leoline entered the vil- 
lage po stoffice she was surprised to receive a 
rather plump letter in a strange hand-writing 
and bearing a Toronto post mark. With eager, 
trembling hands she tore open the letter (in- 
stinct told her it was from Leo) and read as 
follows : 

‘“*My Drar LEoLINE,—What fate can be 
sadder than ours? [love you Leoline. I love 
you with all my heart and have from the mo- 
ment our eyes met in the old village church. 
But ah! my Leoline, our love (for you must 
love me) is hopeless, Your father is my father. 
I am your brother.” 

Leoline read no further. Scarcely controlling 


Then, like a ray of sunshine the thought 
flashed through his brain that Mr. Erskine 
must only be his father by adoption, and with- 
out stopping to inquire further, but thinking 
only of Leoline, whom he fancies himself now 
free to marry, he throws a few necessaries into 
a valise and starts for the North Toronto 
station, from where he can get a train to 


a-———. 

There will be no train until the morning. 
How can he wait? How can he live those long, 
weary hours without Leoline? Unheeding the 
rain or cold he paces the platform, The station- 
master, noticing him, asks him inside. But 
no, on—on through the long lone night he 
paces the rain-beaten platform, unt‘ in the 
gray dawn a piercing shriek warns him of the 
approaching train, Tired and wet he boards 
it en is on his way, a welcome guest, to home 
and ine. 

From the window, for long hours, Leoline has 
bcea watching for his approach. Although she 
knows well the hour of the train’s arrival, her 
love kept her since morning, a constant 


mination, energy, hope, individuality, amiability, and a 
even over rough ways. 


travelio 
faculty for making easy + 0 5eur bales 


dignity and self-reliance. 
oon Biya eas come out it consequence of illness, 
there are various tonics and washese—which are harmless 
and may be of service. Doubtless you have ere this eeen 
them in my column and I cannot repeat them any more. 
Light and s'eady brushing does wonders. 

Cox.—Writing shows want of discipline and a certain 
wilfainess. {am sure you could be sharp if you liked or 
your handwriting misleads me. You are capricious and 
egotistical, and I think you know it, and you lack gentle- 
nese and ity. You have self-reliance and tenacity 
of purpose and are apt to be intense in your partialities 
and disiikes. You have little perception or sympathy and 
are what i cannot help calling a prickly person, though 
you are refined and probably have good culture and a cer- 
tain sense of humor. di i fi 

Nau, —1. {¢ would be imposei! or me ve direc- 
tions for the of din this ted 
You can get on it from your bookseller. An inter- 
esti came out on the study of handwritiag in a 
late Demoresta’ magazine, which though not very complete 
would give some ideas. 2 Your some 
ideal intuitive perception, rather ap and 
er mind, a touch of selfishness and 
m 


q 
though amiable , 
on and probably popular in society. 


herself has and to h . 
ie riers, throwing reat apn the bd, ahs | wataher. Far dam he ond the, see him Sree A crits whois rant 
- | coming. Rushing from Ss: —1 Zo 
st en ee cr oe . to ane him and, throwing her arms about his ined lifts his hat toalady, A gentleman who doesn 


ized burst of tears. 

Aftera time she became calm and began to 
look the matter in the face. ‘Leo her 
brother?” she thought. "Iwas im 
There must be some terrible mistake. She 
loved, and only could love Leo, and could fate 
be so cruel as to kindle a guisien like hers, 
knowing it to be hopeless? Then the thought 
flashed across her mind of going, to her father, 


neck, exclaims : 

‘* Leo! Leo! my life! my Leo! We are free 
to love. You are not my er,” and she 
hastens on with an impassioned harangue of 
the most disconnected phrases, every one of 
which Leo grasps ata moment, As the house, 
after a hearty reconciliation, Mr. Erskine, 
makes a full explanation. 


man or workman. 3. Loud 
on in public, and an exhibition of amusement on the 
tenn in bad taste. 4. Your writing shows some percep- 


—y temper, lack of refined taste, care- 
aa ees pis tatean extreme generosity in word 
and deed. I think you are a good sort of gir! and very 
likeable, but you lack culture and repo-e. @e 

Lacussis.—1, I should not be surprised if both your 
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Misquotations. 


OTHING is more frequent 
and nothing more exe- 
crable than to hear a per- 
son essay a quotation from 
some popular writer, only 
to get it all wrong. One 
can scarcely listen to a 
lecture, or doze over a 
sermon, or join a conver- 
sation, without being 
forced to hear some well 
known passage mutilated and spoiled. Per- 
haps all people do not mix things so horribly 
as the Kentucky “ Colonel” who in delivering 
a political oration bawled forth in a moment of 
eloquence and perspiration, “‘ with Tennyson I 
exclaim, ‘Better fifty years in Europe than a 
circus in Cathay!’” But though that is an ex- 
treme case, it really is very little more ridicu- 
lous than many that occur in our very midst. 
Some people would scarcely believe me if I 
stated that there is a text book on geography, 
by a very good authority on that subject, in 
which a passage from Coleridge's ‘“‘ Rime of 
the Ancient Mariner ” is quoted as follows : 

‘*The very deep did rot, O Christ ! 
That such a thing should ever be! 
Yea, slimy things did crawl on legs 
Over the slimy sea.” 

The thought of the passage is not changed in 
the least; but any oné acquainted with the 
original will see that the carelessness of the 
author of the book in question has permitted 
changes which utterly destroy the dignity and 
rhythm of the verse. 

The change is still less noticeable, but the 
damage is just as great, when one of Long- 
fellow’s best known verses is made to read as 
follows, as it was the other day by a writer in 
a big Canadian daily : 

“I stocd on the bridge at midnight 
When the city clocks struck the hour, 

And the moon fose o’er the elty 
Behind the dark cliurch tower.” 

If a thing is worth doing, it is worth doing 
well. If a quotation is worth making, it is 
worth making correctly. The finer and more 
delicate a fabric is the more easily is it injured, 
and the same is true of literature. Hence, at 
least ordinary care should be taken in making 
a quotation. Let us each see to it that we do 
not render our conversation or writings ridicu- 
lous by carelessly making a writer appear to 
have said something in u way that he himself 
would, in all probability, have considered un- 
graceful or indeed absurd. J. A, T. 
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Some Old Friends Back Again. 


N Monday the relatives 
from the country will 
be with us, but another 
group of visitors, not so 
large perhaps but mak- 
ing up in dignity and im- 
portance what it lacks in 
numbers, has been with 
us for a week and will 
remain until the Exhibi- 
tion is over. This group 
of visitors is composed 
of the gentry known as 
“fakirs.” And what 
unction and good nature 
and popularity that 
name implies. To a certain extent these we 
have always with us; but during Exhibition 
the itinerant men of business or “ honest 
tradesmen,” who yearly wander over nearly 
the whole civilized part of this continent, 
gravitate to Toronto and the streets fairly 
blossom with them. One, an old friend of this 
paper, struck town last Saturday. He entered 
the business office] with an easy, nonchalant 
air, expressing a good-natured toleration of 
our presence there. He wasn'ta bit afraid of 
the cashier. He didn't seem to take our view 
that the cashier was a person to be conciliated, 
to be treated with an awe-flavored respect, and 
we were aghast to hear him accost the person- 
age by an impudent abbreviation of his sur- 
name. Then he acknowledged his acquaint- 
ance with another member of the staff and 
referred tohimas **Chappie” and “hisdudelets.” 
Then he looked patronizingly at the rest of 
us and at the canvas representation of the 
Seven Ages of Man that adorns the financial 
sanctum, and proceeded to narrate a few of his 
experiences during the past eighteen months, 
and to inform us of his abilities as a ‘* Gaiety 
dancer,” and seasoned his account with choice 
morceaus of the latest slang, brought by him 
fresh from Chicago. When he left the office 
he seemed to consider the paper as poverty- 
stricken, he being richer by but twenty cents, 
Our friend the gaiety dancer is but one of 
many old friends whom one meets and expects 
to meet in Exhibitiontime. There is Hank, he 
of the egg-bag trick. I have not seen him yet, 
but the treat is in store for me during the 
coming week. No doubt he is in some public 
spot of the city now, with his Wild West cough- 
drops and sombrero and buckskin coat. I can 
see his flaring torch, which throws a fitful light 
o'er a throng of washed and unwashed faces, 
He is saying, with an unctuous twang: 

** Well, friends, one mornin’ I struck a little 
hotel in Arkansaw. Landlord says: * Hello, 
Hank, whar yeh ben? What’ll yeh have for 
breakfast ?’” 

*** What yeh got ?’ ses I, 

** Antelope steaks,’ ses he, 



































ing up new ideas and new music, He met the 
committee of the Toronto Vocal Society on 
Friday last, and a vigorous campaign of un- 
accompanied part singing may be expected. 
The Society's first rehearsal takes place on 
Monday, September 21. 

* 


“** Ben eatin’ antelope steaks every mornin’ 
for two months. What else yeh got?’ ses I, 

‘** Fresh salmon,’ says he. 

“*Ben eatin’ fresh salmon ev'ry evenin’, for 
six months. Eggs is what I want. Got any 
egas?’ ses I, 

*** Hank,’ ses he, ‘thar ain’t an egg in this 
hull state of Arkansaw. All the hens is on 
strike sence this labor agitation.’ 

***It don’t matter,’ ses I. ‘I've got to have 
eggs fur breakfast.’ 

***Tt’s no use, Hank,’ ses he. 

*** But I've got to have ’em,’ ses I, and Iewas 
getting hot. 

*** Well, Hank,’ he ses, ‘I'll have to bring out 
that old egg-bag of my grandfather’s.’” 

Here Hank is diving his hands into his worn, 
old valise and produces a moth-eaten flannel 
bag. 

‘Well, he went and took an or’nery-lookin’ 
bag like this—he took that ere bag and he 
turned it inside out like this, you will observe 
gentlemen that there is nothin’ inside it, then 
he shook it out like this and an egg dropped 
out like this.” 

An egg drops out sure enough and Hank re 
peats the turning and shaking until four eggs 
are before him, then he proceeds : 

** And now friends, havin’ shown the famous 
egg-bag trick, I wish to call your attention to 
the great Wild West cough-drops (or whatever 
else he may have). Isee scme people movin’ off. 
Yeh come here, and watch me do all my tricks 
and thinks I do it solely to amuse yeh (and 
there is a withering contempt in his voice), so 
I do. But I want yer money jest the same. 
lf yeh haven't got any money I don’t want 
yeh hee-ar’—and so on, Hank is one 
of many. He sells patent medicines gen- 
erally. But when prosperous he is resplen- 
dent in a black velveteen coat and is amuseum 
proprietor. He holds the controlling interest 
in the ‘* man-eating cannibal girl” or the Cau- 
casian woman (the only genuine one in this 
country!), and he sometimes sports an Hero. 
dian mystery—a pretty girl without a body, or 
rather, a head without a girl to sit upon, 

There is acertain attraction about the per- 
sonality of fakirs. One is, in an apologetic 
way, proud of their acquaintance. My friends 
in the theatrical world would probably resent 
it if I were to say that itis the same as that 
which a member of the ‘profesh” exercises 
off the stage, but p:obably there isn’t much 
difference. Fakirs sorietimes exist in higher 
walks of life than those of which I have been 
writing. As one of the lower ten of the guild 
might express it, ‘‘Our brudders goes in 
society, some on ‘em, and wears dress suits 
and makes love to pretty girls. An’ someof us 
wears white chokers an’ long hair or slick 
whiskers. But we knows each other,” 

If one was to elaborate on the gentlemen of 
the latter species somebody's feelings might 
get hurt, The ministerial fakir, of whom To- 
| ronto has more than her due share, is about 
the only one of his class that one would like to 
see run outof town. But he also possesses th2 
personal attraction of his humbier brethren, 
and that is why he so often adorns lecture 
platforms and high-priced pulpits, 

The farmers and the fakirs meet next week, 
but many will meet again, perhaps, in the com- 
ing six weeks in all parts of Canada at every 
little township and fair the white-chokered fakir 
may perhaps also meet the farmer this winter 
on many a school house or town hall platform. 

TOUCHSTONE. 





Music. 


Some time ago I stated that I had heard that 
Mr. Cassitt had been appointed organist of 
Bond street Congregational church. From 
what I have since heard and seen I must con- 
clude that I was misinformad. The presence 
in the city for a few days of Mr. J. Lewis 
Browne of Minneapolis and his excellent organ 
playing at that church on several occasions, 
seem to me to indicate that the position will 
fall into his hands, Some of the principal 
members of the music committee when asked 
about the matter on Monday evening looked 
very wise and very proud, and one of them 
went so far as to mention an amount larger 
than is now paid to any city organist, as Mr. 
Browne’s probable honorarium. Mr, Browne 
gave a private recital on Thursday afternoon, 
had charge of the services on Sunday, and gave 
a public recital on Monday evening. The 
church on the last occasion was completely 
filled and Mr. Browne’s long programme was 
listened to with the greatest attention, ite num- 
bers receiving warm and unstinted applause. 
His selections were of course to some 
extent limited by the rather circumscribed 
scope of the instrument, the two over- 
tures, the Egmont and Zampa, being 
special sufferers from this cause. They were 
well played, but not much could be attempted 
or done in the way of reproducing orchestral 
effects. 





The purely organ music played by Mr. Browne 
showed him to be possessed of an excellent 
technique, great readiness of resource as to 
combinations, and extremely good taste. He 
was especially satisfactory in his playing of 
Dubois Toccata in G, the well ELnown Handel 
Largo, and Tours’ Barceuse. Some of his num- 
bers being played from piano score enabled his 
hearers to judge of his taste and readiness. 
His own concert variations on old St. Anne's 
tunes showed his scholarship and his ready 
extemporization on a theme handed in to him 
from the audience showed his intelligent mas- 
tery of the various musical forms introduced. 
Altogether, Mr. Browne will be an acquisition 
to our musical forces, if final arrangements are 
made between the church and him, Miss Maud 
Carter sang the Morning Hymn from Costa's 
Eli and Parker's Jerusalem very pleasingly, 
similar excellence attending the performance 
of the Jewel Song from Faust by Miss Maud 
Lane. Both young ladies were recalled and 
sang additional numbers, 


Mr. W. Edgar Buck has returned frcm his 
Continental trip where he has been busy pick- 


There is a probability that the Harmony 


pany, sang He Who Fights and Runs Away in 
a very acceptable manner. 


ing this season. Last week no less than three | ery-book that it tastes excellent !—Nehelspalter, 
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Club will make an effort to begin its work in | companies introduced it asa feature of their 
the early part of the season this year, instead | performances at all three theaters. To those 
of during its second half as heretofore. This | who are uninitiated into the mysteries of this 
would seem a wise policy as the members | dance, I may say that it is an ordinary dance, 
would be full of energy and enterprise, fresh | danced as fast as the orchestra can play, the 
from the summer’s rest, instead of being tired | rest of the company keeping time by clapping 


their hands. The best performance of this 
kind was by Miss Lillian Ramsden of Hoss 
and Hoss. Hoss and Hoss was another variety 
success, although it is sometimes rather vulgar 
The Drama, for} a Grand audience. The Spanish danc- 

a ing of Miss Louise Allen was very fine, 

. URING the past and at one performance she was re- 
® tendaysIhave| ied until she fainted. Miss Yohe is 
oe ee oe pleasing young lady with a fine contralto 
iety show and | ,oic¢, and was well received. Her Italian love- 
three variety song was especially well rendered. The other 
farces, which young ladies were comely and sang well. Mr. 
are the same Charlie Reed sang a burlesque on Comrades, 
thing. This the same one, by the way, that is being sung 
means that I this week by Maggie Ciine, with Tony Pastor, 
have seen al-| 44 by aRoyal Midget at the Academy. Messrs, 
most @very | witliam Collier and Arthur Moulton were 


conceivable | ,opular. It was a good company “all through.” 
way of kicking * 


up the heels, | ‘The ever popular Tony Pastor was at Jacobs 
whether mas: | & Sparrow's this week, and drew big houses. 
culine or feminine; that I have heard Irish | His songs were new and funny. Miss 
talked in divers accents; that all the light | Maggie Cline also. got! great applause 
musical clap-trap of the day must be running | with her splendid Irish songs, Another good 
in my head, and also that I am loaded up with | feature was the dancing of the La Blanche 
unholy gags, new and old. For instance, | sisters, There were three of them and they 
here is one I heard at some performance | gave a representation of the wicked Don Juan's 
and which I have been industriously springing | breaking into a convent. An exceedingly 
on my married friends ever since. ‘If mar- | pretty Miss La Blanche was the bold, bad man, 
riages are made in Heaven, where do married | and her two sisters represented school-girls, 
men get all the brimstone?” In the privacy of | One of them, I do not know how to specify 
my bedroom, too, I am tempted to emulate | her unless by saying that she wore black 
many of the dancers and high kickers, a desire | ynderclothing and a‘ rose-colored dress, did 
which I manage t> check. I suppos2 the | gome truly wonderful kicking and a great deal 
reason of all this is that at the opening of the | of it, Though young and skittish she was 
season one is somewhat impressionable and is | truthful, and when Juan asked her what kind 
also indisposed to be critical. Since this is so/of a school this was, she replied by 
it is wise for managers to rush in variety farce, | jumping up in the air and throwing out 
if it must be, at the beginning of the s2ason. | her toes in a wide-spreading swoop, six succes- 
Stuart Robson and other dramatic authorities | sive times, This was expressive and veracious, 
have prophesied the death of the so-called farce | It was considerably that kindof a school. The 
comedy before many moons, when its place | Loonards, brother and sister, were clever, as 
will be taken by genuine refined farce of the | were the Irish comedians Conroy and Fox, 
class of Dr. Biliand Aunt Jack. Let us then | The show travels under its proper name and it 
be kind to variety farce in its last days, and | is a really good one of its kind, 

though we would not prolong its life be patient * 

with its failings from a dramatic standpoint. 

* 


and weary with the season’s social functions. 
MET&ONOME, 











The Royal Midgets at the Academy are a 
company of L‘liputians, all of whom are be- 

Natural Gas is said on its programme to be | tween forty and forty-three inches in height, 
the greatest of all shows of its kind, and this | except one who isa giant of forty-six inches, 
is not an exaggeration. Girard and Don-/ They played a musical fantasy, founded on 
nelly are inimitable themselves and they carry | the immortal Gulliver's Travels. Admiral 
a first-class company with them. Their songs | Dot, Major Doyle and Little Chip are 
are new and the jokes fresh, and the dancing, | quite well known in Toronto. The little 
not so much of it as usual, is good. The chief | men and women act intelligently and sang 
fault to bs found with the performance was its | pleasantly, They were all good, Miss Jennie 
great length, and the two choruses in costume}; | Quigley as Lady Flumflap especially so. Her 
Belles of the Period and Sporty Boys | minuet with Admiral Dot was very pleasing. 
Without a Cent could b2 omitted with- | The half dozen adults were good, too. Miss 
out detriment to the show. These choruses | Adelyne DeLorme as Mollie, Harry DeLorme 
are decidedly conventional and inane, the | as Gulliver, her lover, and Clement S:. Martin 
costumes not b2autiful, and in the case of as the pompous mayor, her father, were excel- 
the men, silly. They are said to be designed by | lent. There was also some graceful dancing 
Baron de Grim, and in looking at them one | by the diminutive Barrison sisters and a ballet 
echoes the verdict of the critics on the baron’s | artistically mounted. 
caricatures, that they ‘‘can’t catch on.” Mr, 


Donnelly in his work in the first act showedan | At Tony Pastor’s performance on Tuesday 
ability which should shine in dramatic work of | ®fternoon I noticed Mr. H. V. Donnelly (and his 


a higher plane. His unctuous stage presence single-barrelled eye-glass) Mr. E. Girard, Miss 
makes him a host in himself. Mr. Girard in | May Howard and other young ladies of the 
his facial expressions and physical agility was | CO™P8ny. They came as the guests of Mr, 
inimitable, while his voice and method of sing- | Pstor. > 

ing have established his popularity. Hissinging | | had a pleasant chat the other day with 
of He Winked the Other Eye brought down | signor Pier Delasco, who last season supported 
the house. His performance of Gooda Monk | jyep, Signor Delasco has been shooting and 
imitating all the actions of an organ fishing near Penetang, and speaks very enthus- 
grinder’s monkey pronounce him to be, iastically of northern Ontario. He also speaks 
with the exception of Harry Dixey, the hopefully of the coming n for grand opera. 
best mimic on the American stage. The sing-| He will either travel with the Hess Opera Co., 
ing and specialties of both principals in the | ang support Minnie Hauk, or remain stationary 


second act were good in their kind, and the | jp the San Francisco Stock Co., with the 
egg trick was most funny and curious. Miss | French tenor. Guille. 


May Howard suffered from a cold during the 
early part ot the week, but her singing showed Next week at the Grand will be produced, 
that she had a splendid voice when in good | under the management of Mr. Herbert Shep- 
condition. Miss Kitty Kursale did some fair | pard, who is we!l known in Toronto, and the 
singing and pretty dancing, and puckered her | son of Mr. 0, B. Sheppard, a comedy, or rather 
lips so sweetly in the chorus of The Whistling | a true farce-comedy, entitled Dr. Bill. To read- 
Chinaman, as to merit a triple recall on Mon-| ers of Eaglish and American papers this 
day night. Neither must the excellent Irish | comedy is wall known, although it has never 
comedy of Miss Annie Mack Berlein beneglected, | before been acted in Toronto. The Chicago 
Miss Berlein has a really funny personality,and | Journal says: ‘‘The first presentation here 
she was very popular. The other young | last night pleased the critical audience that 
ladies were comely and well costumed, Mr, | filled the Columbia Theater so well that they 
George Murphy, though apparently an | will talk about it among their friends and thus 
Irishman, spoke a good German accent, His | start the wave of excitement to rolling. Peo- 
pathetic recitation was a welcome interlude | ple who prefer seeing a performance that 
to the rest of the performance and was well | amuses and causes laughter will surely pat- 
rendered. By the way, pathetic recitations in | roniz2 this one. It has a roar in almost every 
a German accent seem to be getting popular. | sentence, a snout in every situation, and a 
In Two Ola Cronies last week Mr. Frank Wills | wild, unrestrained howl in every scene. Men 
also recited one. Two funny fellows were Mr, | and women seemed to let thelr risibilities have 
Pete Mack and Mr, Sagar Midgley, the former | full play last night. They did not exactly fall 
in burnt cork, and the latter in juvenile comedy, | off their seats, but such an array of red faces, 
Mr. Wallace Black has transferred’his splendid | the result of uurestrained merriment, has sel- 
physique from the Dixey Company to Natural | dom been witnessed.” Murat Halstead, Dr. 
Gas. He principally appears at the end of the | Fordyce Barker and General Sherman—all 
second act in the elongation sczne, which, | spoke of it in the highest terms, and the press 
though he fulfills his part to the best of his | are unanimous inits praises. A good company 
ability, is altogether vulgar and “‘ beastly” and | plays it, and for myself I expect a treat. As 
should bs dropped. the general is pretty acute, I expect a large por- 


tion of it will be at the Grand with me on 
At the Academy last week another variety | Monday night. 


farce, entitled Two Old Cronies, was on. 
The performance was one at which you would 
heartily laugh, although if you were an 
octogenarian the jokes might recall boy- | #dorns the proscenium, It was initiated on 
hood’s days. It would take such an archwolo- | Monday night and is above the average of 
gist as Mr. Baring-Gould to trace some of those | Scene painting. 

gags back into the original Sanserit. Someof| ‘The well known Pearl of Pekin plays at the 


the jokes were new, however, if there is Academy next week. This afternoon Dowling 














































In the last act of Natural Gas a very artistic 
drop curtain, painted by Mr. Geo. Penson, 





The Best Authority. 


Young Husband—My dear Melanie, I must 
say that this pudding tastes very bad. 
ife—All imagination ; it says in the cook- 


Wing dancing seems to be the thing in danc. 


The Three Sketchers. 


For Saturday Night. 

They sat on the sandy shore, 
With a huge umbrella above, 

They turned their backe to the fickle sea, 
To talk of their mutual love. 

She sketched a rock, and he sketched her face 
And over and over they told 

The story we all have told some time, 
The story that never grows old. 





I felt a sort of a jealous pang, 
A cynic they say am I, 
With a heart as cold as a field of ice, 
But memories do not die; 
And I thought of another and sweeter face, 
And eyes with a light divine, 
Of a dimpled chin and ravishing lips 
That were once upturned to mine. 


And I hated the fellow, who seemed to parade 
His happiness there to me, 

And I noticed, somehow, the tide had turned, 
For I sketched a boat on the sea; 

But they neither heeded the wind nor tide 
That chilled me through and through, 

And I hated myself and the world beside, 
As cynical bachelors do. 


I sprang up the cliff with an angry bound, 
One backward glance I gave, 

And the old umbrella wae spinning around 
On the crest of a dancing wave. 

Forlorn and drenched with the blinding spray, 
They were scrambling out to the shore, 

For Neptune quarrels with Cupid sometimes ; 
The breakers swept on before. 


I smiled a smile of malicious joy, 
For I am the meanest of men, 
And he ordered pistols and coffee for two, 
For I sketched them there and then. 
EMMA PLayrerR SRABURY. 


Ere the Sun Dies. 




















For Saturday Night. 
Into the purple west 
The sun sinks low ; 
Over the ocean’s breast 
The winds soft blow ; 
Piercing the forest glade, 
The crimson gleam 
Slanting through walls of shade; 
A golden sheen. 


Love with the wine-dark eyes 
Come to me now, 

Ere yet the moon doth rise 
Whisper thy vow ; 

Tell me that thou art mine 
E’en till death part, 

While the sua’s last rays shine 
Pledge me thy heart. 


Ah, if thou could’st but know 
Half that I feel ! 

Here where the wild flowers blow, 
Dearest, I kneel 

Low in the daisied grase, 
Longiog for thee, 

While lonely breezes pass 
Out to the sea. 


Love with the dusky hair 
Night cometh on, 

Haste, for the day so fair 
Soon will b2 gone. 

See, even now the sun 
Dying, sinks low, 

Come! ah, my dearest one, 
I love thee so! LAURIEN DARB. 


An Invitation. 





For Saturday Night. 
Tis sunset on the old mill stream, 
The lonely willows sigh ; 
And on the water, like a dream, 
Ths golden colors lie. 


And yonder empty, shatter’d house 
Shoots from its broken panes 

Reflective beauties, and from yon 
Tall steeple glory flames. 


Two snow-white swans glide gently past,. 
Like spirits of the blest ; 

And many a graceful water-ring 
Now dote the glassy crest. 


‘Tis twilight on the old mill stream, 
The lonely willows sigh : 

And on the water, like a dream, 
The crimson colors die. 


The woodland symphonies are done, 
Except that now and then 

A sleepy trill, or drowsy run 
Steals from tne dark’ning glen. 


Come forth, my lonely forest queen, 
The pearly gates of day 
Are closing, that thy starry sheen 
May shed a sweeter ray. 
Ernest E. Leon. 


My Sweetheart. 


Por Saturday Night. 
“ This is the girl I love— 

She is fair and bright, 
And her laughter light 

Is a thing that I dream of day and night. 
And her roguish face . 
With ite winsome grace 

Fills every nook and every part 

And every inch of my anxious heart.” 


So said a youth one day, 
As up and down 
He rode thro’ the town 
With a world of love in hia eyes of brown. 
‘*T am young, I know, 
To be dreaming so,” 
And the long dark lashes trembled low, 
** But the years are fieet 
And when next we meet ‘ 
I may lay my heart at her dainty fet.” 


God blees the earnest face, 
And the deép brown eyes 
Grown grave and wise . 
With the dawn of a dream that never dies. 
And bless the heart 
That will never part 
With the first sweet love of his boyish days, 
Holding it, trusted and true, always. 


anything new under the sun, and the cos- aman Ganatpa. 
tuming was splendid. Miss Blanche Chap- cen en ae eee 
man, the leading lady, was an agile : In Dreamland. 
dancer and a humorous singer. Miss Josie ; y For Saturday N 
Domaine possess2d a voice better than the Spurgeon's Wit. Zeiss bolibdiadl the fireligh 

t g One day, while dining at the house of a y are Sagat 
average of variety compan’es. The wing danc- friend, che Rev. C. H. Spurgeon was heard to My darling comes to me 
ing of Miss Crowell was well received and Miss | say that he had lived for three months on In the soft, sweet twilight, 
Norma Wills was pleasing. The other young | nothing = —, This gave — a the From o’er the deep blue sea. 

7 com seve uestions as to w . 
ladies were good-looking and sprightly. Mr. venieall Piaf acl oan ealbh feed. teams What And the music of his footetep 
Frank Wills spoke a good German accent. His compiaint he was suffering, how strength Ie sweeter far to me 
pathetic recitation, spoken of above, was the | was maintained, what sort of milk was it, and Than the melody of the linnet 
best thing he did, and he was ably supported 6 ae ve etl od — > ot every- Or the robin in the lea. 
arou r. 

by his brother, Mr. John R, Wills. Mr. Montie | with a twinkle of ten in his dark eyes, said, The door he opens softly, 
Collins did some clever dancing and Mr. Frank | “* Ask my mother.” Soon by my side he stands, 
Howard, formerly of the Sea King opera com- sipiideiarianariiaediinininrtaaiin Hie eyes meet mine so fondly 


With loving clasp of hands, 


And the starlight and the moonlight 
Have flooded all my room, 
Ere in dreamland by the firelight 
My love's dear face were gone, R, 


—~_—_ 
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Noted People. 


George Haven Putnam has just received his 





* cross of the Legion of Honor from the French 


government for his services in bringing about 
the enactment of an internation] copyright 
law. 

Augustus Harris, a popular and successful 
manager of London theaters, has been knighted 
by the Queen. When he had absorbed enough 
pox-office receipts to make him rich, he sought 
honors in politics, and last year became Sheriff 
of London. - 

The last thatched cottage of the olden time 
in London has been destroyed. It fronted on 
the Green at Shepherd’s Bush, and there is 
good ground for believing that Myles Synder- 
comb, the prime mover ina plot against the 
life of Oliver Cromwell, once lived in the house, 

The copy of Horace which Longfellow used 
while a student at Bowdoin College sixty- 
eight years ago is preserved there as a sacred 
relic. It bears not only the poet’s signature, 
but also that of Prof, Calvin E. Stowe, the 
husband of Harriet Beecher Stowe, who 
graduated at the college in 1824. 


The Hon. Mrs. Craven who died in Paris re- 
cently was a remarkable woman in some 
respects, Although she wrote some excellent 
novels and earned name and fortune, she did 
not take up her pen until she was past three- 
score-and-ten, when the loss of her husband's 
fortune rendered it necessary that she should 
4nd some means of support, 


The wife of the late Count von Moltke was 
an Englishwoman, the step-daughter of the 
marshal’s sister. Notwithstanding the disparity 
of years, the marriage was an unusually happy 
one, and the count was deeply afflicted when 
his wife died, some yearsago, and has mourned 
her death ever since. He caused a fine 
mausoleum to be built for her on his Silesian 
estate. . 

Mrs. Harrison’s artistic taste is conspicuously 
shown in the refurnishing of the two White 
House parlors. The East Room is radiant in 
white and gold with plush covering for the 
furniture of a deeper tint of gold. The walls of 
the Blue Room are hung with brocaded blue 
satin, and delicate blue brocaded curtains are 
at the windows. A deeper blue brocade velvet 
is used for the furniture, and the wood-work 
of the room is white, with artistic fretwork. 


The Duke of Cumberland, eldest son of the 
last King of Hanover, is said to own no less 
than nine tons of gold and silver plate, while 
that used by Queen Victoria during the recent 
state visit of the German Emperor is esti- 
mated to be worth $10,000,000, The Austrian 
and Russian courts also have remarkable col- 
lections, and the gold and silver plate of the 
house of Orange at the Hagué, which ineludes 
two thousand silver dinner plates, is valued at 
$6 500,000. 

A good story is told of the love which Prime 
Minister Delyannis of Greece has for his dogs. 
He was crossing the Pirwus on an English 
steamer some years ago when his pet dog fell 
overboard. He bagged the captain to stop the 
steamer and save the animal, but the English- 
man replied that his orders were strict, and 
that he could not delay the ship even if a man 
instead of a dog were drowning. Delyannis at 
once jumped overboard and swam toward his 
pet, when the ship was stopped and both were 
saved. 

Mrs. McKee and Mrs. Harrison, excellent 
sightseers as they are, appear to be richly 
enjoying their continental trip. In Vienna, 
where they were the guests of the United 
States Minister, Colonel Grant, and Mrs. Grant, 
they received many attentions, not only from 
their compatriots, but also from members of 
aristocratic Austrian society. In Baden-Baden, 
where they spent some days, they were the 
observed of all observers at the Reunion ball, 
to which the numerous attendance of Americans 
gave a special eclat. Both ladies will have 
much td relate on their return to Washington. 


Algernon Swinburne, the poet, is small of 
stature, has a small mouth, a weak chin and 
prominent forehead, and is slightly deaf. His 
eyes are large, luminous and expressive, and 
his manner cordial and unaffected. He shares 
his pleasant bachelor quarters with Theodore 
Watte, the painter and critic, with whom he 
takes long walks in the country, taking long 
strides with his eyes fixed on the giound. He 
never carries an umbrella, even in the storm- 
iest weather, and is fond of distributing cakes 
and candies among the children whom he 
meets. 

Prince Ferdinand of Bulgaria wears the 
most ornate and costly raiment of any Euro- 
pean sovereign. His costumes are usually 
ordered from Paris, and are extremely elegant. 
A late order was tor a garment resembling a 
princess robe, made of electric-blue velvet, and 
lined with soft surah silk over eider-down. 
This was trimmed with sparkling blue-beaded 
passementerie, With it was worn a silk shirt 
with point-lace ruffies, a brocaded silk sash, 
trowsers of old-rose brocade, cut after the 
Jenness-Miller pattern, blue stockings em- 
broidered in pink, and blue slippers, This 
costume is designed for wear at a morning con- 
cert, 

Joseph Skipsey, “the pitman poet of Nor- 
thumberland,” has resigned the custodianship 
of Shakespeare's birthplace. He succeeded the 
Chataway sisters in June, 1887, and is now 
driven away by the irksomeness of his life as a 
showman, and by the brutal behavior of lout- 
ish and sometimes drunken sight-seers, thou- 
sands of whom are brought to Stratford-on- 
Avon by excursions during the summer, Mr, 
Skipsey is of a gentle and poetic nature, and 
believes most implicitly in the genuineness of 
Shakespeare and his writings. He learned his 
alphabet by candle-light, while a boy working 
deep down in & coal mine, and his early educa- 
tion was picked up while he struggled on as a 
miner, The new custodian of the Shakespeare 
cottage willbe Richard Savage, the librarian 
and antiquary. 

Tae Villa Trollope et Florence, which is now 
a boarding house, is a central rendezvous for 
Americans visiting that city. This house was 
formerly the residence of the Trollope family, 
and at the back of it isthe same rose-garden 
which the old lady Trollope used to tend so 
carefally with her own hands, When their 
charming family were living there the house 
























was naturally a literary center, and it was 
during a visit to the Trollopes that George 
Eliot conceived the plot of the greatest of her 
novels—that work through whose pages the 
scenes, life and customs of old Florenc;3 are 
interwoven. She was here within a stone’s 
throw of the monastery and cloisters of San 
Marco, that spot of surpassing interest with 
which the memory of Savonarola is so insepar- 
ably connected, There she could study his 
portrait, visit the cell in which he lived, and 
look upon the same beautiful frescoes and 
paintings which daily greeted his eye. 





Snap Shots. 


A SNAKE STORY, 

OT many moons 
ago or very far 
away was a well 
known insurance 
man who lived in 
the land of the 
pine and hemlock, 
the Ottawavalley, 
and owned a store 
in one of the 
prominent thor- 
oughfares in the 
busy little town. 
His lawyer having 





made the neces- 
sary arrange. 

ee ments, let it to a 
“fake” show manager, the chief attractions 
being a giant, the tallest man on earth, a trick 
boaconstrictor, a two-headed dwarf, a Circassian 
woman, “ the only one born in captivity,” and 
a Hindoo snake charmer whose name was 
Briggit Saughnessay. They opened up with a 
gorgeous display of Chinese lanterns and the 
town band, things boomed splendidly for a 
while, and the landiord never pressed for the 
rent, At last, when the landlord produced his 
bill for the money the manager could not 
produce the mioney, for the landlord's bill, 
The lawyer ordered the sheriff to go down and 
seize anything or every thing they could lay 
their hands on, menagerie, freaks and all. 
They were hardly in the building before an 
introduction was sought after by about twenty- 
two feet of snake that made a bee.line for the 
sheriffs, who were almost scared out of their 
wits. They made a horrified rush for the door 
to find it had been locked on them, and every 
moment seemed eternity as the boa yained 
ground. Oneof them with a terrified and frantic 
cry, like a lost soul, made one gigantic leap and 
went crash through the plate glass into the 
street ; the other sheriff, in the words of Gold- 
smith, remained to pray. The boa being mon- 
arch of all he surveyed was having a high old 
time with the terribly scared and fainting 
sheriff. At last the snake charmer appeared on 
the scene while the festive little game uf tag 
was in progress, and sent his royal highness, 
the “constrictor,” “‘like the prodigal son,” 
back to the old homestead. The manager ad- 
vertised to feed him every day at 3:30 p.m., and 
placed in his cage pigeons one day, and rabbits 
the next. Although numbers put up their 
ducats to see the reptile gorge, Mr. Boa had a 
quaint little joke at their expense, for he never 
touched either pigeons or rabbits during the 
months he was there, . 





A few of the boys were standing in the curb 
the other day near the Dominion Bank when 
some Hamilton farmers, at least I believe they 
were, came up Yonge street from the boat, and 
enquired where it was possibile to get a good 
square meal fora quarter. Board the car gen- 
tlemen and ask the conductor to let you off at 
the ‘‘ Rossin House.” Ye gods!!! they went. 

° 


Mr. Hank and Silas, from county of Bruce, 
were in town to see the Exposition and have a 
jolly good time, and when walking on the 
south side of King street, in front of them was 
a very stout woman. 

“* Silas, that kind o’ makes me kac'late.” 

- ** What's that, Hank?” 

“It makes me kac'late she would make a 
kind mother, do a mighty sight o’' washing 
and a powerful lot o churning.” 

Now is the time that picnics, sandwiches, 
soda water, green apples and sea baths are laid 
on the shelf. The theaters open with renewed 
splendor and marked prosperity, and mosquitos 
no longer warble theirevening hymns. Speak- 
ing about these midnight minstrels, I was 
gathering wild everlastings, golden rod and 
thimble berries last Tuesday, when I overheard 
some one remark that he never was bitten by 
mosquitos ; in fact, they wouldn’t touch him. 
Strange to say, he was the only one that was 
pestered at all badly. This reminds me of the 
man who could swim like a Beckwith in win- 
ter and skate like a Rubinstein in summer, 

Two well known gentlemen were seated at a 

table in a Glasgow hotel, and made up their 
minds to have considerable fun out of a highly 
respectable and particularly clerical-looking old 
man at the other end of the table. They re- 
quested him kindly to say grace before meat, 
as they had always been in the habit of it at 
home, having been brought up on oatmeal cake 
and the shorter catechism. He never paid the 
slightest attention to them, but drove his knife 
and fork clean out of sight in the beefsteak in 
front of him, and started to thoroughly enjoy 
himself, When oneof them,repeated their desire 
fora blessing he observed, ‘‘Gentlemen, ifyouare 
talking to me I wish you would kindly speak 
louder, as I am so gol darn deaf that I can’t 
hear a d—— word you say.” Every few mo- 
ments he would draw his coffee towards his 
plate a quarter of an inch or so, then take a 
breakfast roll, break it and give his coffee 
another pull, hunt for the mustard, read a 
paragraph inthe morning paper and pull his 
coffee again. This was more than human na- 
ture could stand and the head waiter asked 
him if anything was wrong with the coffee. 
‘Well I should rather think there is, Itis so 
confoundedly weak you can only move it a 
little way at a time.” 


Before me as I write is a beautiful photo- 
gravure of G, A. Reid's celebrated Royal Cana- 
dian Academy diploma picture, entitled Mort- 
gaging the Homestead, which he painted on 
his return from an extended tour through 
France and sunny Italy. I observe on the wall 
of the parlor, that would do justice to the old 


Wheat. 


Behold a billowy sea of golden spears 
That to and fro in every breez2 that 


blows 


Tosses ite amber waves and proudly 


shows 


Bright scarlet poppies when the warm 


wind veers. 


Harken and Io! there falls upon the ears 
A song as mellow as the one that rose 
From Boaz fields at daytime’s drowsy 


close 


And thrilled his heart in those dear Hebrew 


yearg, 


And the smart reaper, leaning on his 


scythe, 


To catch the swelling music, clear and 


blithe, 


Thinks as his eyes with lovelight brim 


and glow, 


That she who singe, the while the bright 


beams /ade, 


Is far diviner that the lovely maid 
Who gleaned in fields Judwin long ago. 
CLINTON SCOLLARD. 














farm house scene in Denman Thompson’s hon- | must not be forgotten, namely, Speech as a /| chiefs. 


est down east play, a motto, Heaven is Our 
Home. Now the query to my mind is, if 
heaven is their home how in h——’s name can 
they mortgage it? 


There is a story related of J. C. Forbes, who 
is in the Mother Country with a’commission to 
paint the ‘“‘Grand Old Man,” and who, by the 
way, has had three sittings, and who is pro- 
bably better known to fame through his pic- 
ture the Wreck of the Hibernia, hung at the 
Centennial Exhibition. He was one of the few 
passengers saved from that memorable tragedy 
in mid ocean, but unfortunately fire has des- 
troyed it. A few summers ago he was taking 
a vacation with J. A. Frazer, R.C.A., and some 
other artists, in the Rocky Mountains. While 
there he made a study of the Selkirk Range, in 
which 


The monarch Rocky Mountain pines were covered o’er 
with dew— 


Gigantic hills all snow-betopped rose up in distant view. 
His confreres pronounced it a thorough 


success, congratulating him on _ the cor- 
rect contours and superb coloring. He 
invited them some months later to a 


private view. The picture was there, but none 
could recognize it. Oae of them innocently re- 
marked: ‘ By Jove, Forbes, where is that 
magnificently colored sketch of the Selkirks 
gone?” ‘“Tothe d—l, dear boy!” ‘I am ex- 
tremely sorry old fellow, for I had expected 
that to be your best picture this year, but pre- 
sume you anticipate the pleasure then of fin- 
ishing it ‘“‘later on.” Moral: 

More than half the art 

Is knowing when to stop. 


The Luxembourg Conservatory of Paris is 
rich in rare plants, and classes are held there 
for the study of botany. It contains a magni- 
ficent collection of azalias, palms, cacti and 
other exotic plants for the decoration of the 
public gardens, or to be used during fete days. 
The head gardener is noted the world over for 
his flora, and has cultivated flowers so long 
that blossoms come out on his nose. 


Oh, gentle and gazelle-eyed reader, you 
may think this a lie! 
Well—that's—what it is. NEMO, 





Books and Magazines, 


Interference, by Mrs, B. M. Croker, the 
author of Diana Barrington, is issued by Wil- 
liam Bryce. It is asprightly story of Irish life. 
William Bryce, Toronto ; 50 cents, 








We are accustomed to associate the name of 
Rudyard Kipling with stories of Indian mil- 
itary life, but in his nautical story, The Dis- 
turber of Traflic, which appears in the Septem- 
ber Atlantic, he has struck an entirely new 
vein. Mr. Kipling has never done anything of 
the same kind before, and has never been more 
vivid and astoundiug than in the present story. 
Another short story, An Innocent Life, is con- 
tributed Lillie B. Chace Wyman. Mr, 
Stockton’s House of is continued by a 
long instalment, and Mary Hartwell Cather- 
wood gives us four clever chapters of The 
Lady of Fort St. John. The remainder of 
the number is made up of a collection of :e- 
marka)ly articles, and one knows 
how to pick out the chief plums from the 
pudding. Octave Thanet has a second paper 
on Town Life in Arkansas, John Burroughs 
has left his fields for A Study of Analozy ; 
Mr, Bradford Torrey, however, still remains 
faithful to his rustic haunts in a sketch on 
Dyer’s Hollow. John Fiske has a paper on 
Europe and Cathey, which discusses the 
reasons why early Norse discoverers of Amer- 
ica were not its real discoverers. There is 
poetry, and reviews and the usual Contribu- 
tors’Club. One article, not already mentioned, 


Barrier between Man and Beast, by E, P. 
Evans. Researches into the language of ani- 
mals is at present attracting a good deal of 
attention, and this able paper on the subject 
will interest not only the specialist, but the 
lover of the marvelous. 





Carolotta’s Intended is the title of the com- 
plete novel in the September Lippincott’s. Its 
author, Ruth McEnery Stuart, is well known 
as the contributor of many clever stories to 
the leading magazines. This is a story of New 
Orleans life in the Italian quarter. Julia 
Marlowe, the brilliant young actress, has won 
for herself a foremost place upon the American 
stage. Alfred Stoddart writes appreciatively 
of her and an excellent picture of Miss Marlowe 
serves as a frontispiece to the number. 
William S. Walsh writes an entertaining 
article on Real People in Fiction. He tells of 
the difficulties into which many prominent 
authors have gotten themselves by putting 
real people in their books. Among other 
articles to be noted are a clever skit by Eigar 
Fawcett, entitled His Majesty the Average 
Reader, and The Days That are to Be,adipinto 
the future, by J. K. Wetherill. Notable among 
the poems in this number is No Tears for Dead 
Love, by the late Philip Bourke Marston. 
There are other poems by Clinton Scollard, 
Lousie Imogen Guiney, Jeanie Gwynne Bet- 
tany, Charles Morris, Bessie Chandler, Susanna 
pneete, Douglas Sladen, and William Rice 

ims, 





Scribner's is so widely read as to need but 
little comment. The September number con- 
tains a a of Stevenson's striking 
story, The Wrecker. Another well illustrated 
article is A China Hunter in New England. 
Andrew Langcontributesadelightful article on 
Adventures Among Books. The short stories 
and other articles, together with The Point of 
View, are splendid. 





In the Saptember Cosmopolitan Amelie 
Rives doles out more of her literary slops. 
The remainder of the magazine is good how- 
ever and well illustrated, Society Women in 
Literature being the best article. Though a 
‘* woman's auatber” the only writings worth 
preserving are those in the editorial depart- 
ments, which are by men— Brander Matthews, 
Murat Halstead and Everett E. Hale—and are 
excellent. 





| Some Curious Newspapers. 

A paper virtually published among the clouds 
is one of the curiosities of American journalism. 
On the top of Mount Washington, the highest 

of New England, an enterprising printer 
as established an office from which he period- 
ically issues a newspaper named, with much 
truth, Among the Clouds. Every year from 
10,000 to 20,000 persons climb the mountain to 
explore its beauties, and watch the glowing 
effects of the setting sun. By these tourists 
the paper is eagerly purchased as a memento 
of their visit. . 

A young Arkansan, with sore money than 
brains, produced a paper bearing the extraord- 
inary title ‘Oh Pshaw!’ In the course of the 
editorial introduction he expressed his intention 
to “ monkey with this thing for a while ;” which 
seemed to indicate that he was not particularly 
anxious to make the paper a financial success. 
He soon tired of his hobby, and the third num- 
ber bore the significant message, “ the monkey 
will now cease to perform.” 

Newspapers in America with catchy titles are 
so numerous that a Jefferson journalist was at 
his wits’ end to obtain a suitable name for his 
forthccming publication. As alast resource he 
took up a handful of type and put it togetner 
at random. The letters formed the word 
* jimplecute.” The name struck his fancy, and 
without more ado he launched the ‘Jefferson 
Jimplecute’ upon the world. 

Ita Berlin newspaper is to be believed, the 
literary freaks of Uncle Sam are even more 
acutely illustrated. A German scribe relates 
that during a visit to America he saw three 
journals nted on sugar cakes, flattened 
out. Rolled chewing tobacco formed the 
sheet on which two other journalists re- 
corded the news of the day; five offices 
utilized fly papers, and the genius of seven 
editors was displayed upon pc :kethandker- 


The climax of astonishment was 
| Feached when the Teuton purchased a news- 
paper formed of a porous plaster! He went on 
to relate that three publishers defy competi- 
tion by having their subscribers photographed 
yearly, several give their subscribers free 
burial, five invite them to a dinner once a 
month, and 260 provide them with medica} 
advice ! 

Love was the title of a little sheet whieh 
issued some time ago from a provincial print- 
ing-office. To “unite hearts with but one 
thought” was the praiseworthy mission on 
which it embarked, and its first number 
breathed tender messages from sighin 
maidens to lonely bachelors. As a marrie 
couple cannot, however, subsist on love and 
kisses, so Cupid’s advertiser famished and died 
for lack of more nourishing sustenance. 

Amongst recent novelties that of a news- 
paper printed on the web of the sacred white 
spider of China is chronicled. It is a sheet 
about eleven inches by fourteen inches, con- 
tains two columns of matter, including an 
English story, and is exceliently printed. 

The same country boasts the possession of 
the smallest, and, at the same time, the oldest 
established newspaper in the world. It is 
known as the Pekin Gazette. It consists of a 
few leaves of dainty rice paper sewn into yel- 
low covers. This little journal has recorded 
the chief events in the Flowery Land for nearly 
a thousand years. 
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A CRUEL SHAME. 





By FREDERICK BOYLE. 


Author of ‘A Good Hater,” ‘‘ Treasure of Thorburns,” “ Her Evil Genius, 


’ Etc., Eic. 





Written for Toronto Saturday Night. 


all be glad to hear—in due time! in due time !— 





FREDERICK BOYLE, 


* You misunderstand ! 


I didn’t object to 
the S sterhood, nor tothe dress, It becomes 


All Rights Reserved. 


that you accept him. 


“I'm sorry to hear that he is desperate, in 
one sense,” Marian replied, laughing and 
blushing, “but in another it is fortunate. The 
— fellow will not be disappointed. There, 

e 


ar, that will do!” 


‘But think of our wishes, darling. Of course, 
you are as free as a bird, but allow us to argue. 
Surely Dick fulfills your ideal of alover—in fact 
you have admitted as much. Hs is the head of 
the famil’, and you can make him rich enough 


to sustain the position.” 


“f wish I could! I wish I could give him 
everything I possess, for I'm sure he woul 
make a good use of it, Too much has been 
granted me! a Clem, how happy I should 


be to hand over all my fortune to some 


beautiful girl who loved Dick, and would make 


him happy . 


“That's magnificently generous,” said her 
brother, puzzling. ‘ But if you entertain such 
a high opinion of Dick, why not take him your- 


self?” 


‘*T haven’t put it right,” she cried, blushing 
“T mean that—that,” but the ex- 
lanation did not come, and in her angry con- 


crimson. 


usion her eyes filled. 


Marian. She looked like a darling little brown | time.” 


ghost of her grandmother. But it is not a cos- 


tume which suggests matrimony.” “It shall be as you like, dear.” 

““My dear Dick! You hava heen away five | kissed her with grave tenderness, reserving a 
years ; you landed yesterday; you meet my broad grin for the dining-room. 
sister this morning, and you expect to see her “You're right and you’re wrong, Dick, 


in a dress suggesting matrimony! Why, noth- 
ing has been said to her upon the subject, so 
far as I know. If she is aware that the family 
hope you will make a match, it can only be with all her fortune, to some poor girl who is 


through the instinct which warns a girl of 


suc’) things.” 


* Well, Marian is warned somehow—I saw it 
in her manner. If, as you say, the Sisterhood | hearing Marian’s conscientious scruples, under- 
does not object to marriage in the abstract, she stood at once, and laughed heartily ; but Dick 


has already decided that I am not good 


enough.” 


“That may be so, Iadmit. But if you have | humorous to him. 


really fallen in love, justify yourself. Take a 
district ; read to the old paupers ; preside at | pretty soft way, isn’t she? Whatever the mo- 
c er declaration is emphatic—I 

“IT couldn't, and I won't try—even for Marian! | can’t and I won’t marry him! And I have only 
A gentleman may do anything in honor to win three months before me! From what I recol- 
the girl he loves, but he may not play the 


tea meetings,-and all that. 


hypocrite.” 


“* Well, then, play your natural role as a dis- 
tinguished young soldier, and trust to that. general, sternly. ‘The man who could think 
Mind you, I don't believe my sister is different 
from other good girls—a little better than the 


tive may be, 


desperate—unless I quitted the service.” 


average, perhaps, but the same at heart. She; mine! 7 


admires courage and a gallant bearing as much 
as any. When the news of your Victoria 
Cross came, your mother was scarcely more 


proud.” ; 
“J fear that’s another thing. Now, Clem 


I'm quite convinced it would be no use to pay 
reguiar attentions, when I have only three 


at meal times.” 


’ 


months’ leave. The matter stands thus: your | the service.” They sat silent awhile. 


sister knows that everyone wishes us to marry. 


She likes me—I am tolerably sure of that, be- 
cause she used to do, and nothing has occurred 
- | many other luxuries which 
on her unworthiness. ~ What a pity it is, Dick, 
| that you didn’t lose a leg or something when 


to change her feelings. But it’s equally cer 


tain to me that I have not the slightest chance | 


of carrying a wife back to India. 
** Did < expect to do so?” Clem laughed. 
“ N :, 


ut I ask a fair field, since I cannot 


you got the V.C.” 


to waste. Speak to Marian frankly to-night, | shudder!” 


asabrothercan. Tell her I’m in love—oh, put | 
that as strongly as you're able!—that the | thing out of the loss of his arm in winning the 
general and everybody approves, and, in short, | Cross, they say. Lady Bell Carew had refused 


observe how she takes it. Then I may be able | him half a dozen times before that.” 


to form a plan of campaign.” 


“‘Then there you are, Dick! Have your arm 


**] f-ar you're putting too much confidence | off to-morrow |” 


in my shrewdness, out I'll do my best.” 

It is necessary to introduce these young peo- 
ple in briefest form. Dick and his brother. 
with whom we have little to do, represente 
the elder branch of the Mathers family, which 


had fallen from its ey r place, while the 

y General Mathers, had | 
prospered exceelingly. He was rich, and his 
daughter, Marian, would inherit her mother's | 
| **Most decidedly. A soldier's limbs belong 
| tothe Queen. I can only recommend you to 
live on pills, Dick, and cultivate a secret sor- 
row, make Marian feel though your body is 
sound, your mind requires the most careful 


younger, represented 


great wealth in coming of age. All the family 
inclined to think this a special dispensation, 
Se concerted to restore the elder 


ranch to its due rank in the world. The | 


cousins must marry. When Dick grew into a 
very handsome youth, as lovable as good-look- 
ing, one whom any girl might fancy and any 
rent must approve, the scheme of Providence 
Goce visible to all the clan of Mathers. 


Marian was not essentially a devout girl, | 


but at an early age she began to ask why such 
wealth had been heaped on her while millions 
of her fellow creatures lacked bread. Her 
father, the general, discussed this problem pa- 
tiently, remembering that this same thought 
bad perpiexed him when young: but he could 
offer no solution. She was not checked, there- 
fore, but rather encouraged, in her first effort 
to show herself worthy of the blessings show- 
ered on her. When those efforts culminated 
in a proposal to join the Sisterhood, it was a 
shock ; but after a conference with the director, 
which began sternly, and ended with an invita- 
tion to lunch, the general submitted. This 
Sisterhood did not set its face against mar- 
riage. And Di-k was in India. 

But the work assigned to Marian did not 
satisfy her tender conscience. She felt that the 
easiest tasks, the least unpleasant duties were 
assigned toher. Heart-breaking wretchedness 
she daily saw, and dreadful possibilities were 
suggested hourly ; but the horrible realities, 
as she perceived, were always kept from her 


view. 

This irritated the poor girl, thougk she knew 
it was not only kind, but prudent. They 
spared her because she was sillily good-look- 
ing, and soft, and childish, whilst these lux 
urious charac‘eristics also made part of the 
debt which she ought to pay. 

Love and marriage could not enter her head 
under such circumstances, She understood 
the wish of the ae but she never gave it a 
thought—not even when Dick's visit on leave 
was announced. They bad been the warmest 
friends as children, but of late her sympathies 
had turned to Fred, his brother, for he was in 
trouble; but sympathy, in this case, had no 


**H'm! We have always to reckon with time. 
nursed, make love, 
| recover, and be married in three months. 

Marian has too much sense to be taken in by 


' I couldn’t tose an arm, 


that trick !” 


| ‘But I didn’t mean atrick! Do itin reality, 


like a hero.” 


sir?’ he asked the general, laughing. 


nursing. Well, I'm going to the Senior.” 


They all left the house. An hour later Clement 
was interrupted in a game of pool, at his club, 


| by the announcement of Mr. Mathers. 


excitement. ‘“‘I have a notion!” Good 


humoredly confounding the unreason of lovers, 


Clement followed. 


** How does Marian feel towards my brother 


Fred ?” 


** What the deuce has that to do with it? She 
likes him, and she was badly cut up when the 
governor refused to see him. Fred was rn 

l 
I 


into a habit of drink, you know, but they te 
me he’s quite cured, Marian writes to him, 
believe.” 


** That’s good. He has her sympathy to begin 
with. Now, see this note, which I found wait- 
ing forme. After congratulations on my safe 
arrival and so forth, Fred hints some frightful 
misfortune, which may bring him to town 
shortly. I guess what it is, and I'll send the 
beggar some cash to-morrow. Take his letter 
and show it to Marian. She will naturally be- 
lieve that something awful has happened, or is 
going to happen, to Fred, and her tender little 


heart will be deeply moved.” 

** Well, how is that to help you?” 

“TIT have thought it all over. You will tell 
one fib for me? Say I have gone to Ireland, in 


great alarm about my brother, whose eyes have 


been troubling him for some time past. To- 


morrow, or next day, I call. Do you begin to 


see?” 

** Not a bit.” 

“TI call as Fred—we are sufficientiy alike, if I 
shave and make upa little. I have come to 
town, almost blind, to take advice, and I must 
have passed brother Dick on the road ——” 

‘* Oh, this is carrying romance too far! The 

| governor would never consent. Besides, Fred 
is forbidden to call.” 

** But the general would not insist on that 


kinship with love. Fred also was in the ser- | prohibition under the supposed circumstances. 


vice, and he made the general's house his 
home in London, while quartered at Alder- 


shot. But presently disagreements arose, auch | 
as are not confided toa young girl. And pres- | 


ently Fred was forbidden the house. Marian’s | 
pitiful heart followed him. Thus the opening | 
scene of my story will be understood. 

Dick dined with his uncle that night, of 
course, and excelled himselfto please. arian | 
lived on toast and tea, but she sat through the | 
entertainment, and showed appreciation of his | 
efforts. Her pretty eyes beamed, and her 
laugh, gentle but full of fun, was encouraging. | 

Clement followed his sister when she with. 
drew to her boudoir, which was almost as bare | 
as one of those respectable garrets which her | 
Mother Superior allowed her to visit. 

“I think we have every reason to be proud of | 
Dick,” he began, cons enough. ‘ Any girl 
= fallin love with him. Don't yeu think 
89 

** Yes,” Marian answered quietly. “I should | 
eee iw me 

“ Bless me ell, he is pre to meet 
you much more than half-way.” 

“Clem! I did not refer to myself.” 

‘* But you're a girl.” 

‘*T’'m a Sister.” 

“ Dick ealls you an angel, but in this house 
we have been used to you as a dear little 
human being. Uader that impression, however, 
he has fallen desperately in love, and we shall 


Don’t you see how conveniently it all works in? 
We must take your father into our confidence, 
of course—I would not act without his ee 
But he might well decline to see Fred himself. 
I would call in the hours when he is not at 
home. You also must not meet me. But all 
this is detail, to be arranged in a moment, if 
the general does not forbid my little comedy. 
Let us go and ask him now?” 

Clement thought awhile, and laughed and 
rose. ‘You hope to touch Marian with your 
blindness, to gain her heart as Fred, and then 
to confess? Well, if the governor does not 
object I see no harm in it. But, Dick, you'll 
have a lively quart d heure when you avow 
the swindle!” 

*T see that, and the poseneet is uncomfort- 
able. But at the worst I shail only be as badly 
< as I am now—that is, hopeless, Come 

ong. 

General Mathers was just leaving the Senior, 
and he proposed to stroll homeward. The 
brilliant moonlight recalled adventures of In- 
dian warfare, which he narrated at length, and 
they had almost reached Eaton square before 
Dick found an opportunity to broach his 
scheme. 

Like many old soldiers hardened on the field, 
General Mathers was boyishly sentimental. 
He chuckled, roared, consented with enthu- 
siasm, and discussed details. Not till his band 
was on the bell did it occur to him that no 


“There, there!” said Clement, soothingly. 
“You shall tell me what you meant another 


“T mean that I can’t and won't marry Dick.’ 
And he 


Clement exclaimed, rejoining the others. ‘‘She 
knew that we want her to marry you, but she 
would rather transfer that happiness, together 


more worthy of it.” And he told what had 
ssed.” 


The father and brother, who were used to 


required an explanation. When he grasped 
the state of things, however, it did not seem 


* But, sir, your daughter is obstinate in her 


lect of Marian as achild, the prospect seem3 
“Don't speak of that!” exclaimed the 


of resigning his commission for the sake of a 
girl could not dare to ask for a daughter of 


**T had not thought of it, sir. Now, taking 
the circumstances as they are, what is to b> 
done? Marian does not even goabout. I shall 
scarcely find an opportunity to see her except 


‘* Follow her into the slums, as I said before ” 
“That would be more degrading than to quit 


Said the general at length : ‘‘Tae silly child 
thinks that she ought not to take a husband 
who would make her happy. in addition to so 

ave been bestowed 


“I catch the idea, sir. Marian would have 
hope for favor, and I count on you to secure it | felt it a duty to accept a man so horribly mu- 


for me without delay—we have not a moment | tilated that no girl could look a‘ him without a 


** Jack Carruthers made a desperately good 


‘‘That would be a case for court martial, eh, 


“Come to my quarters,” said D’ck, in_still 


ant voice rang in her ears henceforward, as she 


For the general, after a long and—on his side— 
rather warm argument with Dick, consented 
to recogniz> the fraud in some measure. 

so soon as Marian, p2rching on his knee after 
dinner, began to plead, he met her half way. 


offences were not di ful. But y be- 
longed to the class which begin with youthful 
folly, and end as years 
Fred’s trouble touches me deeply, but he will 


TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


when Dick solemnly e to undertake it, 
all his equanimity returned. 

But Clement could not escape ashare. When 
his sister read the note next day her pitiful 


little fibbing must be done | somebody. But 


dreadful would happen to us soon! What does 
Fred mean?” 

** Dick fancies his eyes are bad.” 

“Oh, Clem! It’s worse than fancy—your 
face tella me! Will Dick go to him?” 

' ‘*He has gone. Taat’s why he sent you the 
etter.” 

“And pw Fred is in those dull barracks, 
when I should be so glad to have him here and 

rse him! Surely papa will forgive him now! 
she know? i will go and entreat him to 
let me send an invitation.” 

This would never do, The general was dis- 
tinc‘ly unprepared to play an active p1rt. 

*Let me speak tothe governor, — I 
feel quite sure he would allow you to see Fred 
if he comes to London, as he proposes. I will 
arrange that. But don’t ask too much at 
once. Don’t speak tothe governor upon the 
subject, if you will take my advice.” 

“But Clem! I can’t see Fred without per- 
mission.” 

Now, Dick, thoughtfully reviewing his plot, 
had remarked the probability that this hitch 
would arise, and at the same moment the 
butler brought a note, addressed in a vague 
and laborious handwriting, to Marian. It was 
from “‘ Fred,” begging an interview, and it en- 
closed another to Clement, entreating his in- 























































tears. 


eyes are so bad he can hardly write !” 


Marian m 
would wait and see. 


Fred's offence was a trifle!” 
But he has granted 


poor fellow’s visit.” 


was announced, 


certain change might be expected. 


cousin? ’ 


eyes overflow 


dear!” 


a sweet, innocent girl. Had Marian looked u 
he must have betrayed himself. But her hea 
was bent, and, looking from above, he saw 
only the crown of her grotesque bonnet, for she 
had arranged herself conscientiously to go out 


of the humorous was keen, and whenever 
afterwards the inclination to confess became 
urgent, he recalled that absurd spectacle and 
triumphed. After all, it was a harmless com- 
edy. in which his happiness depended—and 
Marian’s too, praise Heaven ! 

She ied him to a sofa, —s his hand 
tenderly. ‘‘ You have come to London for 
advice? That's right. Dick started this morn- 
ing to see you. Oh,to think that we should 
meet again like this, Fred !” 

* But you must not exaggerate, dear! Our 
regimental doctor feels certain there’s nothing 
radically wrong. If I can keep up my nerve 
not worry or talk of this weakness, it will 
pass. So let us not mention it more than we 
can help. The general knows of my cali?” 

**Oh, yes! but——” she paused. 

**But he does not care to see me? Well, 
dear, a I b tterly regret the cause, I am 
not sorry altogether. It is painful to be pitied 
by men. The general allows me to see you 
sometimes?” 

** How very like Dick’s your voice has grown! 
Of course you mean to consult the best authori- 
ties? Mr. Powell, our director, was the first 
oculist in England before he joined the church. 
U afortunately, he is not in town.” 

** Yes, that’s unfortunate. These specialists 
are jealous, I believe, and Dr. Molyneux will 
be offended if I consult your director on his re- 
turn. Now tell me about my brother. Is he a 
good fellow ?” 
pe so—indeed, I believe so. Butrather 
worldly. You, Fred, under this dreadful afflic- 
tion, must turn——” 

“ But you don’t think badly of Dick ?” 

*“*Not at all! He is a fine young soldier, and 
—and very amusing.” 

‘Is he? I must try to be amusing too. 
Clutterbuck, our doctor, says I ought to keep 
up my spirits before anything, and i mean to— 
but it’s hard sometimes.” 

*-Poor Fred—Oh, poor, pres Fred!" She 
clasped his hand with such loving pity, and her 
sweet face quivered so. that in self defence, to 
hide his guilty looks, Dick drew her towards 
him and kissed her, feeling like a thief the 
while. 

**T've been reckoning on my good little cousin 
to cheer me up,” he said, rather hcarsely. She 
bad given him no kiss the day before. ‘‘May I 
call every afternoon?” 

““Ob, I must not see you again without 
papa’s express permission.’ 

* Then ask it, darling. He cannot refuse it— 
no human being could. 

**I will! Now, dear Fred, we won’t refer to 
your illness again; but just tell me how it 
arose, andthe symptoms. I will report to 
our director, and get his opinion.” 


The man who plays such a game as this can- 
not foresee all the chances. Dick hai ted 
himself up in the principles of ophthalmi: 
disease, and had chosen a case recorded which 
might answer his pur . But when Mariau 
produced a notebook, and began jotting down 
the heads of his report with the judgment 
which experience of nursing gives, he became 
alarmed, 

**Pray do not consult Mr. Powell, dear. If 
his opinion differs from that of Dr. Molyneux I 
should be sadly embarrassed, which could not 
fail to be injurious. Let us drop this misery, 
and talk of ——— things. You agree?” 

** With all my heart, poor Fred. How brave 
you are! There is a higher and nobler courage 
than that which they rewarded with the Vie. 
toria Cross,” 

**It is another reward which I hope to win. 
Now tell me all about yourself, and the Sister- 
hood, and everything. 

So they chatted merrily but with an under- 
tone of petting and compassion on her side 
which stirred Dick’s conscience painfully, 
though it promised success, He vowed once 
more that if the trick served his turn, that first 
reproach which must be expected when the 
truth came out should be the only one Marian 
addressed to him so long as life endured. 

Fred's face haunted her, and his brave pleas- 


went her round of duty. Both became familiar. 


** My dear, it’s quite true that your cousin’s 


on—anywhere. 


little heart flattered. Oh, I knew something 


fluence with the general. Marian burst into 
“Oh, see! He has arrived, and his poor 


“Tt’s a confounded shame!” cried Clement, 
** But I'm in for it, I suppose! Yes, dear! Ill 
speak to the Governor at once!” He returned 
presently with a message that the general was 
very — to hear of Fred’s misfortune. 

ght receive her cousin. He himself 
Meanwhile he did not 
wish to hear anything whatever on the subject. 

**Oh, I could not have believed papa was so 
hard-hearted! You told me yourself that 


“Old soldiers have fancies sometimes, dear, 
the essential point. 
Humor him by avoiding all reference to the 


Marian had her district work to do, but she 
held herself excused by this emergency. And 
in the early afternoon, Mr. Frederick Mathers 


She had not seen him for three yeore, yt | 
e 
grown much more like Dick, yet: strangely dif- 
ferent. What struck her painfully was the 
unnatural color of his cheeks—as well it might ; 
Mr. Truefitt’s clever artificers had done their 
best, but when a man whose face is burnt by 
Indian suns shaves off his beard, the result 
must needs be extraordinary. Staring at her 
full, with eyes that had a dreadful vagueness, 
as Marian thought, he said, ‘‘Is that you, 


“ Yes, dear, darling Fred!” she ran swiftly 
to him and — his hand, while her pretty 
. “Is this true then? Oh, 

what a terrible misfortune! Let me lead you, 


Dick had to resist many such temptations 
afterwards, but no one sokeenasthis, All his 
body flashed with shame to be deceiving such 


so soon as the interview ended. Dick’s sense 


tion as to look about, she recognized F i 
the ata sitting bet ween tom beonmed. ao 
riors of h 


LACES 
are delicate—tender— 


easily injured and _ spoilt — especially 
when being cleansed. 

To avoid injuring your laces, to keep 
them in the best condition, to whiten 
and to clean use SURPRISE Soap 
which has remarkable cleansing prop- 
erties—which does away with the hard 
rubbing that does more than anything 
else to destroy laces. SURPRISE is 
not a new and untried article, but has 
been in use for years; thousands of 
women using it every day. You can 
keep your lace and fine clothing as well as coarse clothing in the best 


of condition by using SURPRISE Soap. Every cake is guaranteed, 


SURPRISE Soap fe EAD the directions 


is economical. on the wrapper. 
soon get over it.” with his beard shaved off! She could not make 
“Oh, pepe! O01, Iam so rejoiced! How do|amistake. The girl shrank back and watched. 
you know?” ‘ It was quite clear he could see—see as well 

“Eh? Taese matters are reported to the} asa manneed. His eyes were as keen as a 
Horse Guards, of course. As I was saying it | hawk’s. The comrades with him showed noth- 
does not sxem judicious that I should receive | ing of that readiness to point out and ex. 
Fred until he has quite certainly outgrown his — and describe which they would naturally 
weakness, But I have no objection to his visit- | have felt had his sight been impaired. He had 
ing you—quite the reverse! Cheer him up, my recovered then, but to keep up his interest he 
dear! Sustain his courage in every way. n’t | concealed the fact. It was wicked, dishonest, 
let him grow down-hearted, but stretch a point SS. ; 
if necessary.” Marian had not the least idea Mrs. Beauchamp found her niece very dull, 
what this remark could mean, and she paid no | and vowed she would stop in town for the 
attention. mere purpose of restoring herto a civilized 

S> Dick called every day, at a fixed hour,| frame of mind. As Marian re-entered the 
week after week, from that time. Many little 
things happ2ned, naturally, that seemed 
curious—brief forgetfulness of his state, 
allusions to India, oblivion of small incidents 
known to Fred. But he was quick to note a 
slip, and shrewd to explain it away with an 
unconscious air. A girl much more ready to 
—s would not have attached importance to 
such details, a they were odd at the time. 

They talked with the freedom of cousins, but 
with a certain tenderness arising from the 
shadow of Fred’s great danger. In avery short 
time he began to make love—in three months’ 
leave every hour must be counted. Marian was 
aware of the change. It did not displease her. 
If the poor dear fellow should really become 
blind—sne loved him now, and she would marry 
him with delight. But how would papa regard 
it? Clement said he wished her to marry Dick. 
But Dick had gone off—he never returned from 
Ireland after missing his brother, nor intended 
to do so, apparently, until he came to bid good- 
bye. And then she remembered that curious 
expression of papa’s—that “she must strain a 
ee nt, if necessary,” to keep up Fred’s spirit. 

hat could that signify, unless to accord him 
a hope, at least? Dick had fied in despair ; the 
family perhaps had transferred its good wishes 
to his brother. So the love-making went op 
unchecked, but it was distant and timid, of 
course. A man threatened with blindness 
cannot seriously engage in courtship. 

During the whole comedy no real hitch oc- 
curred, from the moment of its inception until 
the crash. It is to be remembered that Marian 
never “ went out.” Dick might go anywhere 
and do anything in propria persona, west of 
Regent street, if he took care to avoid her 

ath, as she left home, and returned, at fixed 

ours. Indeed, he could never have formed 
such a wild plot had Marian led the life of 
other girls. 

But though no hitch occurred, there was a 
constant diffi:ulty. If he got medical works 
and studied them, so did she; and, of course, 
under such circumstances, she insisted on a 
daily consultation. Dick made acquaintance 
with some eminent ophthalmists, gathered 
hints from them, and used their names reck- 
lessly. Marian became puzzled and alarmed. 
Her director was still absent—she longed for 
his return, 

Thus two months passed, and it was abso- 
lutely necessary to concert the denouement, 
but none could Dick find which satisfied him a 
bit. Though modestly assured of his cousin's 
love—for Fred, threatened with blindness—the 
revelation of the truth would be a perilous 
shock indeed. Another week went y and 
another, but a fortnight remained, Dick grew 

e with dread and sleeplessness, He be 

lement and the general to relieve him of this 
awful duty, and Marian was proportionately 
distressed. They vehemently declined. 

But Fate came to the rescue with a venge- 
ance. Father Powell returned, and forthwith 
Marian confided her anxieties to him. He saw 
it must be an unprecedented case, and old 
interests were stirred. Without delay he 
called on Dr. Molyneux, a former friend, who 
was much surprised at the inquiry. He had 
no acquaintance with Mr. Frederick Mathers, 
of the Royal Shannon Regiment, but Mr. 
Richard Mathers, V.C., he had often met lately, 
a pleasant, or fellow, who showed much 
curiosity about diseases of the eye. ‘I have 
misunderstood Sister Marian somehow,” 
thought the director, and he went to 
another of the specialists whom Dick had 
named, receiving the same answer there. 
Roused now io suspicion, he tried a third with 
the like result, And then as luck would 
have it, he mt the general in Pall Mall, and 
told him these odd circumstances, 

The veterar. did not think it fitting that a 
spiritual adviser, however agreeable person- 
ally, should meddle in his family affairs. 
Bru:quely he told Mr. Powell to mind his own 
business, and that gentleman, after pondering, 
decided that it was his business to let Sister 
Marian know this strange state of things. And 
he wrote at length. 

Before the letter came to hand another inci- 

















































































































































For whitening the COMPLEXION, 
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dent arose. This was Saturday. Dick had urpsoes 
warned her that he would not pay his call till or which 
late in the afternoon, and accordingly Marian Ic 
started upon one of her charitable missions. Soap 1s 


As she left the house a country aunt, whom 
she had not seen for months, drove up. 

“I’m going to take you to the theater.” cried 
Mrs. Beauchamp, after embraces. “Off with 
that hideous and ridiculous disguise, and show 
us the pretty girl of the period which heaven 
made you.” 

**On, aunt! I cannot go to the theater.” 

*‘Oh niece! I say you shall! Where's the 
general?” 
nae It is quite impossible, dear‘Aunt 

ary.” 

: a, osmengy ve - ao rious dame of 
arge fortune. e seiz arian and dr. 
her inte me ree epee saned 

“I'm going to take my niece to see Miss 
Mary Anderson, Philip. I've heard of her ex- 
erngeess, and I mean to put a stop to 

em. 

**Do, Mary, but there's no need to bully Clem 
orme. You have all our sympathies,” 

**But I musn’t, papa!” Marian exclaimed, 
almost crying. 

** Fiddle-dee-dee! Wouldn't you like to see 
Mary Anderson?” 

yee ee h 

* You si suppose she has some dresses 
fit for a girl in our position, Philip? Go and 
put one on, child!” 

- = go, dear, for Heaven’s sake!” cried the 
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gen 

Mes, Beauchamp seizsd her again, carried 
her upstairs in a whirl, and presently drove off 
with her, tearful, but not ungracefally sub- 
missive, . 

It was Miss Anderson's tirat matinee in a 
new character, and the house was crowded. 
When Marian had so far overcomes her agita- 








sown age—evidently Fred, not Dick 
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house 


ea was a greater cheat even than she h 


upposed. 
; At the 


“ Why—w 
i What mirac e is this?” 


“For a girl to change her dress is no maine, 


but for the blind to see—— No! Don’t] 


our conscience with more faisehoods, Fred. 
You have been practicing a shameful decep- 
tion, and your brother has been helping you.- 


Why? 


«Because I love you, Marian, and there was 
no other means to win you in the time I had.” 
** Whatever the time was you have wasted 


it. Good-bye, Mr. Mathers !—I say good-bye, 
sir! There is no need of words. I ask, no ex- 
planation |” 


Dick had too much sense to persist then. He 
retired in silence, with a long, sad look, and 
Marian threw herself upon the sofa in a passion 


of tears. 


Before leaving the house Dick told his uncle 
Desperately angry was 
General Mathers. When respectfully reminded 
that he himself had countenanced the fraud, 
his ingenuity was at no loss for justification. 
It was not the beginning he blamed, nor the 
middle, but the end. How could a sane man 
engage in such a plot, compromising all around 
him, before he saw his way clearly out ro. 

a 
ick had real cause tee 


what had occurred 


So warm grew the old gentleman, urged 
guilty conscience, that 
offence. He withdrew, and did not return, 

Clement was from home, and when he re- 
ceived Dick’s letter urging him to mediate, 
and describing his father’s rage, he felt no 
inclination to come back. Thus the general 
and Marian were left face to face, and both 
sulked. Not a word ape this subject passed 
between them, but it is understood that the 
saw less of each other than parent and chil 
usually do, As for Mrs, Beauchamp, she called 
in vain; Marian would not go out, and the 
general would not interfere. Curiously enough, 
however, the young girl's zeal for good works 
began to cool. She gave up her District upon 
the groand, not unreasonable, that Fred might 
waylay her. But from that afternoon she had 
abandoned the costume of the Sisterhood. 
And Father Powell did not yet think it 
necessary to call at a house where he probably 
would not be welcomed by the master. 

Dick wrote again and again, but his letters 
lay unopened on her table. And the day of 
departure drew very near. 

At length Clement returned, and he, as a 
brother will, charged into the thickest of the 
complication forthwith. Such vigorous action 
must needs let daylight in, if there be obscurity 
anywhere, She could never pardon Fred, and 
it was very puzzling that they should wish her 
to do so when papa would not receive him. 

“Fred?” cried Clement. ‘* Fred?” and went 
off inaroar. Then he explained it all. 

Marian opened her eyes and flushed and 
quivered—but it made no difference, she de- 
clared. That is to say, Dick's conduct was even 
more infamous than that she attributed to his 
brother. If he was sailing the day after tc- 
morrow, she wished him well. But she could 
not forgive him, and to say good-bye face to 
face would be painfully embarrassing. Would 
Clement kindly drop the subject for the future? 

So the last evening arrived, and Dick spent 
it with his uncle. It was a melancholy enter- 
tainment; Marian staying in her bedroom, 
evidently te escape the remotest chance of an 
interview. But when it was time for Dick to 
leave, he begged Clement, in despair, to make 
one last effort. Clement went to the bedroom, 
and returned in haste. 

‘She isn’t there!” he whispered, excitedly. 
‘* Now, Dick, try the boudoir !” 

‘““What does it matter if the child isn’t 
there?” grumbled General Mathers; but Dick 
had flown to the boudoir. 

R Five minutes passed—ten—a quarter of an 
our. 

“‘I think,” laughed Clement, gleefully. ‘I 
think they kave forgotten how time flies! 
Shall we carry our own congratulations ?” 

Noiselessly nae they stole upstairs, 
and opened the door of the boudoir suddenly. 
Marian sprang from her lover’s arms with a 
ery. 

**I can undertake to assure yon, Lieutenant 
Mathers, V.C.,” laughed the general, ‘‘ that 
your leave will be extended six weeks on pro- 
per application. Do you think you can be 
ready, darling?” 

Not till many months afterwards did Marian 
begin to declare, with very mild indignation, 
that she was the victim of a cruel shame. 


CONCLUSION OF SERIES. 





Asleep or Awake. 


I am the defendant in this case, if it is need- 
ful for me to make defence, and it is my wife, 
Cecilia Blandford, born Dunlap, who is the 
plaintiff asking for a divorce a mensa et thoro, 
So far as her general plea is concerned, I have 
no desire to traverse it, nor am I upon the de- 
fensive in any such sense; but as her said plea 
seems to reflect upon my mental equilibrium, 
I make this general answer, not in rebuttal, 
but in explanation,—explanation, that is, so 
far as a statement of facts goes, for I have no 
theory to advance, and wish to disclaim all 
idea of such a thing. Iam forty-nine years of 
age. My name is Mauricius Blandford, of the 
old English Blandford family, a cadet branch 
of which settled in Kent County on the eastern 
shore of Maryland in 1655. My paternal grand- 
father re moved to Frederick County, Maryland, 
immediately after the war of the Revolution, 
in which he was a soldier, serving during sev- 
eral campaions under Colonels Williams and 
Gist. e bought a farm in the valley of 
Pipe Creek in 1795, and on this farm I was 
born, the third of five children, on the twen- 
tieth of January, 1847. I was _ educated 
at the academy in Fredericktown, when I was 
sent to St, John's College at Annapolis, and 
spent two years under the scholarly tuition of 
Dr. Hector Humphreys. From St. John’s Col- 
lege, without waiting to secure my diploma, I 
proceeded to Boston and studied medicine 
there. My father’s means were limited and it 
was understood that, after I graduated in 
medicine, he was to furnish me with funds 
enough to enable me to take a clinical course 
of a year’s duration at Paris; and then I was 
to shift for myself the best way I could. 

One of my classmates was Henry kato, 
whose father was senior ner of the old 
established spice and tea importing house of 
Bishop, Froissac & Co., Boston, Paris, Canton 
and Madras, Wherl sailed for Paris the elder 
Bishop gave me letters to Froissac, who lived 
in great elegance in a villa near Saint Dennis, 
Froissac received me cordially, and laughed at 
the idea of my trying the practice of medicine 
without a “connection.” He offered me, in- 
stead, aclerkship in the firm’s Canton house, 
where, if I chose, I could become a partner in 
ten years, and rich in fifteen years, d 
with the offer, and, at the end of my hoepital 
year, sailed for Canton in a French Indiaman. 

In Canton I passed seventeen uneventful 
yeare, I was a good bookkeeper, a good clerk, 
& safe partner, and | accumulated money 
rapidly. I made the usual round of acquaint- 
ances at the foreign factorics, was esteemed at 
the British and French, as well as the Ameri- 
can Hong, and was a director for yeais of the 
Botanical Garden. I learned to grow as sick 
of the sound of “ pidgin- English” as of the 
smells of the Canton streets. Canton is a 
se place of exile, and would be intolerable 
but for the easy Paradise of wealth that lies 
beyond it like a dream to which it is the only 
bridge and pathway. I got rich and I con- 
tracted a liver disease, My health must have 
been further impaired by the fact that, from 
Scns peculiarity of my organ’gation, I had 
such a nice delicacy of taste that I became 
the best judge of teas in ail the honas. 

his was worth much money to Bishop, 
Froissac & t4., sinc it enabled me to check 





Father Powell's letter was handed to 
r, She read it with the aid of this new 
light but the situation was still incomprehen- 

* The point, however, stocd forth Heng om 


same moment he entered. Marian 
was still arrayed in the costume which Aunt 
Mary thought fitting for a girl in her position. 

hy!” he cried in astonishment. 








TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 
















































sciously I became, not indeed the 


of goods upon every important occasion. 


hysicians recc mmended me to stop. 
fatal. 


I did by way cf the overland route. A 


Carlsbad, where I seemingly recovered. 


after a somewhat brief courtship. 
never had any reason to regret this union with 
a woman of integrity, characterand amiability, 


give her the happiness and contentment with 
which she inspired me, 

After our marriage I furnished a handsome 
house in a good neighborhood in Baltimore, 
and brcught my wife there to live. We were 
just beginning to be acquainted with each other 
and cur neighbors, when I again fell into the 
low, nervous fever I have described, and from 
that intoa state of staper that lasted many 
weeks and during which I was seldom per- 
fectly conscious. I had good medical advice, 
and my wife nursed me assiduously and ten- 
derly. Gradually I re.urned to consciousness, 
and even to perfect health again, with a better 
liver and stomach and a clearer head than I 
had known before for a number of years. The 
doctors told me that I had come safely through 
a severe bilious and cerebral crisis, the effect 
of the long-continued wear and tear of busi- 
ness cares and a hostile climate upon a con- 
stitution naturally delicate ; but they thought 
my system had now completely thrown off the 
poison it had long been absorbing, and I would 
enjoy better health than I had ever had 
in my life. I thought so myself. There was a 
sense of nervous rest, of physical elasticity and 
“ bounce,” of mental lucidness and grip, which 
was entirely new to my experience and 
wonderfully pleasant. 

There was also what I might without exag- 
geration describe as a new sensation, not quite 
as vivid, it may be, but as enjoyable and 
fascinating as it would be to a person long deaf 
to recover his hearing, or to one blind from 
infancy to regain his sight. Up to the period 
of this crisis I had never dreamed, or if I did 
dream at all, it was in stch a dull, blurred, 
obscure way that I never recalled it and took 
no impression from it. But now I began to 
dream in the most vivid and remarkable way, 
and it seemed to me very soon that I went to 
bed less to go to sleep than to enter the portal 
of dreamland. Every night my visions had a 
certain force and outline of vividness, and such 
a long unbroken continuity, that I carried the 
series forward all the wide-awake day in my 
thoughts, lay down with it next night, and 
when I slept the dream went on from where I 
lett off wnen last awakened. These dreams 
were singularly fascinating to me, the more so 
that I am naturally a man of rather cold imag- 
ination, slow perception, and few acute 
sensations, From my earliest recollection I 
seemed to be frost-bitten and October-tempered 
in ae of the appetites, passione, and 
sensual enjoyments which absorb so much 
of the life of most men. With what I 
have reason to believe an unusually delicate 
taste, I had none of the gout of the epicure ; 
one dish was always pretty much the same as 
another to me; and heat or cold, clouds or sun- 
shine, it mattered less to me than to any other 
person I ever met. My passions, if I 
any. had no glow or fire ; and the thrill which 
choice mus'c and fine poetry, and these alone, 
gave me, was apparently not sensuous but 
purely intellectual. Hence, the exaltation of 
the imagination and the peopling of the fanc 
that came in my dreams gaffanee my life wit 
a new and cheerful warmth that was simply 
delightful. The dreams had so much more life 
and color, so much more heartiness and honest 
aw than my waking moments, that the 
transition from them to the workaday life was 
like passing from warm sunshine into dim, 
chilly twilight, and I could not help regretting 
having to make it. 

I had many idle moments, My business— 
except the little care my estate uired of me 
—was almost nothing; I was not in the habit 
of reading much, and did not care particularly 
for bocks, I only visited as a matter of form 
and duty, and, as I said, the pleasures of the 
table neither occupied nor detained me, 
Hence, the major part of my time was not em- 
ployed, but given simply to Feng and generally 
purposeless meditation. This large vacancy, 
or semi-vacancy, was now by degrees invaded 
and occupied by my dreams, or rather by wak- 
ing thoughts = the pleasurable features of 
my sleeping thoughts; and this went on, al- 
most unconsciously to myself, until I found 
myself dreaming awake as much as when 
asleep. I do not mean metaphorically, but 
literally, dreaming awake. People talk of the 
unsubstantial pageantry of dreams, but I have 
not experienced anything of the sort. The 
reality of my dreams was what made them so 
p'easant to me, and this was so vivid at times 
that I felt a rational doubt creep over me as to 
whether I were not awake when I[ fancied my- 
self otenins and only dreaming when I 
fancied myself awake. The dispute for the 
empire of my thoughts must have been rather 
closely and continuously w between sleep 
and waking for some time, during which I was 
dimly conscious of a confusion and perplexity 
clouding my mind, but all this was probably 
apparent to myself alone, and did not affect 
my external conduct. 


I cannot say how long the contest lasted, for 
I am not conscious of when I ee to dream 
awake, and to wait for and wa and specu- 
late on and enjoy the dream i 8 which 
presented themselves spontaneously in my 
mind, I can just dimly recollect the dawn of 
a sort of impatient eagerness in me for night 
to come, a sort of charmed anticipation creep- 
ing along my nerves of the delicious moment 
whke: snugly tucked away in bed, I did not 
not have to wait for the benumbed forces of 
sleep to marshal me off to the fairyland of 
dreams. No, indeed; the dreams came un- 
bidden, and I would follow their images ina 
sort of genial rapture, lying awake half the 
night lapped in a delight ul, restful luxury of 
sights, sounds and experiences, under which 
the brain and nerves and organs seemed to 
recover from the day's waste and repair them- 
selves as effectually as they could have done in 
a state of actual sleep. Here was a dreaming 
going on without any of the usual pre- 
liminaries to dreaming, or rather, with a com- 
plete reversal of them. I rested, dreamed, was 
absorbed in my dreams and was happy; but 
there was no gradual failure and paling ewer of 
the perceptions, no unfettering of the leashed 
consciousness, no slipping out of one’s self more 
and more, like the wreath of smoke that curls 
and curls and disappears, till under the cl 
eyelid, the spirit stepped comer out and 
was lost in another land. Nothing of the sort. 
Instead cf shutting myself in a dark passage on 
my way to the hall of visions, instead of goi 
under the murmurous waters of oblivion, an 

utting on ents not my own, as he who 
Scot sunder Niagara to visit the Cave of 
the Winds, I no sooner had lain down in bad 
than, wide awake, entirely myself, in full con- 
sciousness, I put bold hand upon the portal 
of dreams, the doors flew open to me as to a 
master, and I stepped emery in among 
the various images there without in the least 
sacrificing my own shape or obscuring my own 
individuality, 

I said that I do not know exactly when I 
reached this stage of wake dreaming ; as little 
can I tell exactly when it happened that the 
need for, and with it the power of, actual = 
passed away from me forever and was replac 

by the sort of double life which I now lead, I 


and control the “‘ tasters,” and almost uncon- 
house’s 
regular “taster,” but their judge of — 
e 
nervous reaction from the excessive use of tea 
thus made necessary during a number of years 
was quite perceptible to me, but the practice 
increased our prcfits just as apparently, and 
I continued to be a taster long ay 4 the 
nm 
ortieth year, just as I was preparing to leave 
Canton forever and return home, I was stricken 
down with aremittent fever that proved nearly 
When this had been finalily broken it 
was succeeded by a low nervous condition, 
semi-febrile, which lasted several months be- 
fore I was well enough to leave China, which 
rman 
doctor in Paris condemned me to the baths of 
In 
Boston, during my business interval there, I 
met Miss Cecilia Dunlap, and married her 
I have 


and I feel considerable chagrin at failing to 



























can only feel sure that this has been my con- 
dition for several years, at least five of them, 
during which I have never slept at all, nor 
ever felt the least need of sleep nor inclination 
toward it. I never sleep, [ repeat, but I have 
a double life, or rather I exist in a double 


state—a state of dreaming and a state 
of not dreaming, both states being 
equally real and equally actual to me 


80 far as my existence in them is concerned ; 
as to their difference in external actuality, + 
problem arises in my mind which I am not en- 
tirely able to solve. For this world which Iam 
now talking to, that other is certainly the 
dream ; but, as certainly, when I am in that 
dream world it is the actual sphere of existence 
and this the dream. The longer I live, th: 
more unsolvable the problem of choice bet wee: 
reality and unreality appears. Is there indeed 
any choice? Is one life more real than the 
other, oram I not rather participating in two 
separate, distinct, actual existences? 

have no means of determining the question, 
for one dream, when I attempt to reason with 
myself about it, is just as continuous and just 
as real as the other, What I have called the 
dream here, as necessary in addressing you, 
who are images in the reality to which that 
other state seems the dream, is a better and 
preferable state to this state, richer and more 
vivid in its images and surroundings, but 
nevertheless I would not sacrifice this state | 
for the sake of that, any more than I would 
sacrifice that state for the sake of thir. I have 
a sense of duty to be done in both spheres, and 
in my quiet way always wish to discharge my 
duty. Why should I not lead a douvle life, if 
I am capable to do so, just as well as a single 
life? Here, among you, I am the person whose 
simple history I have given you—Mauricius 
Blandford, of Madison avenue, Baltimore. 
Every night, until my wife so unfortunately 
left me, I used to lie in bed, watch her before 
the glass tying her yellow hair and making her 
night toilet, and then—the other life, and this 
the dream ! 

Would you have a glimpse of that ? 

Mauricius Blandford is a dream, and sooth 
to say, a pale-tinted one, like the yellow hair of 
the lady he cherishes in his bosom. Ho! ho! 
ho! Iam somebody else entirely. Come down 
this green lane with me, along under these 
leafed cedars and broad-limbed cornels, burst- 
ing with white blossoms over the zig-zag 
fences. Do you see those white palings, that 
neat latti gate, that er under rose- 
bushes and embowering lilacs—that low house 
with vine-covered porch and hospitable door ? 
That is my house. I am at your service: Con- 
rad Schmidt, the butterman, whom people call 
Buttersmith. We—Conrad Buttersmith has a 
lange family, mind you—we do not live at all 
as Mr, Mauricius Blandford lives, but I think 
morerationally, Atan) raie,lifeisnotasqueezed 
orange to us—not a pale, sapless inanity, by 
any means. I am a German immigrant, short, 
equare, broad-shouldered, clumsily built, with 
a rosy, sunburnt face and blue eyes and glis- 
tening white teeth and ever so much light 
brown hair. My foot is big, my hand hard, and 
I work all day in the hardest way over my 
dung-heap, my truck patch, my butter-tub and 
cheese-vat. I am well-to-do, but I was poor 
enough when I came to this country. That 
was in 1850, when I ran away from Hessen. 
Yes, I remember it well. I was well brought 
up, though a simple peasant in mine own land 
—went to school, and the pastor taught us to 
sing sweet hymns, and I danced with the girls 
while I was yet a goose-boy, my brother Fritz 
andI, Then I was set to spade the beds in 
Herr Frolich’s nursery garden; then, as my 
beard began to grow, was put into the army, 
mounted on an artillery horse, and sent into 
the Danish campaign. I could not ride, so 
clumsy I was, and the terrible corporal made 
my ribs sore with the strap. So one night in 
the stables he struck me too hard, and I laid 
him low with a single-tree alongside his head 
and ran for it. Well I remember the mother’s 
pale face and tears, and the father’s dumb dis- 
tress when I came home to tell what I had 
done. But quickly they borrowed money for 
me, and the mother made me a bundle, and 
kissed me, and so I fled from the old home into 
France, and at Havre embarked in the steerage 
for America. Ob, the terrible voyage and the 
sickening loneliness of landing upon the piers 
ofastrange city, without a friend, without a 
dollar, and I scarce a man and knowing no 
word of the language! But I had come to 
work, and that I soon found—ditching—in an 
unhealthy country, followed by ague and help- 
less sickness on the straw bed of a country 
almshouse. It was the day after I had left this 
wretched apology for charity, when, still weak 
as I was, resting and eating my last crust by a 
road side, that a gentleman riding by reined 
up to speak with me—God bless him! Said I 
looked sick, and did I want work, and could I 
do gardening? So I founda home with him, 
and my spade turned up his garden deeper 
than it had ever been dug before, [ll warrant. 
Then I saved my wages, sending some mone 
now and then to the mother at home, and 
bought me this little farm piece-meal, and 
built upon it, and married my wife, Trudschen, 
and we worked dayin and day out, and the 
children grew up aroand us, and money came, 
too, and everything seemed to prosper that I 
took hold of. Yes, I am that Conrad Butter- 
smith whose pretty house you see before )ou— 
just forty-nine years old, with eleven children, 
an money in bank, and shares also in 
the building association, and my house, and 
my barn, and twenty-five acres good land, and 
two horses for my market wagon, «nd ten 
cows to my dairy, and the best garden any- 
where about, and a stall in the market, and a 
seat in the choir of the Lutheran church, and 
mein Gott! the people whom I hire and the 
politicians who want me to vote for them, they 
call me Mister Buttersmith! But Trudschen 
and all old friends say Conrad, and the children 
call me daddy, 

This is how I live: twice a week to market, 
with my wagon loaded; butter, eags, vege- 
tables, fruit, everything in season, Up and eff 
on the turnpike road at three o'clock in the 
morningyat my stall at five, sold out and jog- 
ging home again by eleven, with plenty of 
money in my pocket—it is such an easy life. 
The rest of the week, my garden, m 
orchard, my meadow, my cowy — oh, 
find plenty of work there, I assure you. 
But rest, too, and enjoyment. Listen: On 
Sunday afternoons, I and mine dressed up, in 
comes Spielman with his wife and _ ladies, and 
Kummer and the daughter, and old Kraft with 
the game leg. If it is winter, we sit by the 
fire, a room full ; if summer, in the garden on 
the benches under the grape arbor, and talk all 
at once, and sing those sweet dear Lutheran 
bymns we used to learn at home. Or else we 
go to Spielman’s, or the others; but always 
talk and sing, and there is always a keg of 
fresh beer to tap, and merry clinking of mu.ch- 
kins. 

And two or three times in a month we give 
ourselves Saturday afternoon also, and have 
more beer, more fun, teaching the children to 
dance, and dancing ourselves to show them 
how, for old Kraft plays the fiddle like a band- 
master and Kummer's is a Zauberflote truly, 
and we have such merry, laughing times. 

Ic w&s this whole-souled, irrepressible, 
hearty laughter of Conrad Schmidt, the Buat- 
tersmith, which first led to the domestic 
troubles of Mauricius Blandford, and, as I have 
told you, made this explanatory statement 
necessary. By some unaccountable and most 
deplorable accident the hearty laughter of 
Conrad Buttersmith rippled over into the sub- 
dued, sedate life of Mauricius Blandford. 

Cecilia turned the frills of her night cap 
toward me and nudged me witb her elbow. 

* Wake up! wake up!” she cried; ‘you are 
laughing horribly in Tour sleep!” 

Horribly ! when old Kraft was making me 
hold my sides at his droll story of the lost 
peddler who came to his house one midnight 
with a drunken negro for his guide! 

“No, dear,” I said, “I was not asleep, but 
only dreaming. I am sorry to have disturbed 

ou,” 
mn Not asleep? Nonsense!” sbe retorted ; “I 
never heard you laugh that way in my life! 






































infant. 


mornin’. 


RECAMIER CREAM 


for the complexion has no equal as a beautifier, 
contains nothing that would hurt the skin of an 
Adelina Patti, Sarah Bernhardt, Fanny 
Davenport, Lillie Langtry, Agnes Booth, Modjeska, 
and hundreds of other leading artistes of the world 
after a thorough trial have enthusiastically in- 
dorsed Recamier Cream. 
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It 


Ladies will find Recamier Cream a perfect emol- 
lient for the Skin. 
night and wash it off in the 
It is not a cosmetic. 

$1.50 per jar at all druggists 
and fancy goods dealers. 


Apply it at 





TRADE MARK. 


If your druggist does not keep the Recamier Preparations, 


Yes, my little dear, end so 
do thousands of other mam- 


mas, 


refuse substitutes. Let him order for you, or order yourself 
from either of the Canadian offices of the Recamier Manu 
facturing Company, 374 and 376 St. ‘Paul Street, Montreal, 
and 50 Wellington Street East, Toronto, For sale in Canada 


at our regular New York prices, 





Of course you were asleep !” 


To this, of course, there was no reply to be 
made ; for I did not want to confess even to 
the wife of my bosom that I never slept; but 
that confession I was forced to make before 
long, and meantime, was conscious that Cecilia 
watched me with curiosity, perhaps with ap- 


prehension. 


One afternoon as I returned from market 
rather later than usual, Trudschen met me at 
**Come in,” 
she said; ‘‘come in at once; the doctor is 


the gate with a very grave face. 


here ; our little Walther is very sick.” 


Little Walther, with his beautiful rosy face 
best, my dearest 


and bright blue eyes—m 
child! I hurried in; the doctor was workin 

with the distressed little boy ; already he di 

not know me, the fever was so high, and the 
harsh, dreadful sibilation of his croupy cough 
was terrible to hear. I took the child in my 
arms—I held him—but our efforts were fruit- 
less. Hestruggled—he gasped—he died in my 
arms, my little pet infant, my youngest dar- 
ling, my Walther! How could I repress a 
roan, acry of agony in sympathy with the 
ife (eee out? 

** What is the matter with you? Are you in 
pain? Why do you groan? Good heavens! 
you are weeping!” cried Cecilia, turning to- 
ward me, after lighting a taper. 

I sighed, but said nothing. That life was so 
much richer than this. I merely told her that 
I was in no pain, and refused her sympathies. 
For the moment Buttersmith overpowered 
Blandford, even in his own world ; and in that 
supreme hour of grief it was essential to be 
loyal to poor Trudscher, lying prostrate by our 
child’s yet unstretched corpse. 

From that moment I knew that Cecilia 
watched me incessantly, and I speedily dis- 
covered that she had found out my secret and 
was aware that I neverslept. I thought it 
proper to make her a general statement of 
my condition without, of course, taking her 
into confidence as to the substance of my 
dreams. I even, without waiting for her to 
suggest it, proposed to consult a physician, 
and offered to put myself under the influence 
of anodynes, though feeling no need whatso- 
ever for sleep. But I could see that the shock 
of what she had discovered was too much for 
her nerves. It preyed upon her soul and, as 
she says in her bill of complaint, threatened to 
drive her mad. I could see that she had an 
instinctive dread and horror of being alone 
with me—a feeling which she religiously strove 
to control, woman as she is, butcould not. 
At last she fled from my house early one mort- 
ing, leaving a note saying that she could not 
stand it any longer; that the consciousness of 
my being always unnaturally awake was kill- 
ing her. She could not sleep under it, had 
awful nightmares, was perpetually waking in 
a fright, etc., and ended by proposing a peace- 
ful separation. 

I did not wish to torture my wife; I never 
intended to cause her unhappiness; but | can- 
not approve of the way in which she left me. 
There need not have been any esclandre. We 
might have remained man and wife in appear- 
ance, without passing one night near each 
other, and I thought she ought to return to me 
for tLe sake of our good nz me and our standing 
in society. This she refused todo; skesaid the 
horror of renewing that association wou!d kill 
her. I insisted, and her response has been this 
bill of complaint and petition for permanent 
separation, upon groutds to which my own 
self-respect compels me to take exception. I 
am entirely compos mentis, all her allegations 
to the contrary notwithstanding. For the rest, 
if the Court pleases to reject her petition and 
receive this my reply in lieu, as a true state- 
ment of facts, I am perfectly willing to consent 
to a divorce a mensa et thoro, and will furnish 
a full statement of the condition of my property 
and the income from it, in order that tne Court 
may determine what will be an equitable 
alimony.— Edmund Spencer. 





Tne Father Mathew Remedy is the most 
powerful and wholesome tonic ever used. Be- 
sides being a radical cure for intemperance and 
alcoholism at all stages, and destroying all 
appetite for alcoholic liquors, it also cures dys- 

psia. It relieves the to: pidity of the stomach 
and of the liver and is a preventive of malari: 1 


fever. 
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FOR PAIN. 
DIAMOND VERA GURA 


CURES DYSPEPSIA AND INDIGESTION 


If you cannot get Diamond Vera Cura 
from your Druggist, send 25c. for sample 


box to 
CANADIAN DEPOT 


44 and 46 Lombard St. 
TORONTO, = = ONT. 
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We Will Tell You How to Save a Few Dol- 
lars Travelling to New York. 


You have a beautiful sail across the lake b 
the staunch steamer Empress of India, whic 
leaves Geddes’ wharf at 3.40 p.m. daily, except 
Sundays, connecting with the Erie Railway 
solid train from Port Dalhousie, costing only 

9.40 ; Toronto to New York, round trip, $18.20, 

cu can also leave via Grand Trunk at 
1.10 p.m., 4.55 p.m. and 11 p.m. On the 4.55 p.m. 
train the Erie run a handsome vestibule Pull- 
man sleeper, Toronto to New York. Dining 
cars attached to all trains for meals, For 
tickets and full information apply to agents 
Empress of India and Grand Trunk. S. J. 
Sharp, 19 Wellington street East, Toronto. 








Colonel Culpepper (who has struck one of his 
— chattels)— What ever became of Auntie 

ou 

The Waiter—She’s daid. 

Colonel Culpepper—Old age ? 

The Waiter—No, sah. Ole bourb’n, 
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A Freak of Fate, by the Earl of Desart; St. 
Katharine by the Tower, by Walter Besant ; 
The World, the Flesh and the Devil, by Miss 
Braddon ; In the Heart of the Storm, the 
author of The Silence of Dean Maitland. a:e 
among the late issues in the popular Red Let- 
ter Series, and can be had at all bookstores. 





AMERICAN 
FAIR 
$34 Yonge Street, Toronto 


HE DEALERS are buying 
from our sale of 3,0co AIl- 
faster than others. You 

never saw such fine Albums so 

cheap before. We advise our cus- 
tomers not to let pass the chance. 


bums 


‘Acme’ Shoe Polieh, 18c, Tarbox Self-wringirg Mops, 
25c. Do not miss our Book salc—Bist American editiors, 
paper covers, all the great autkors, three for 25c; well 
bound, 19c., and best cloth bound, 25c.; full sets of George 
Eliot, Scott ard Dickers, and others very cheap ; Macau- 
lay’s History of England, three volumes, $1.88 per set. 


We are pushing down prices in 
all directions. School Books and 
School Supplies reduced from 20 
per cent. to 100 per cent. Store 
open evenings. Come and buy 
goods cheap. 


W. H. BENTLEY. 


WH BETTER, 


Thank You! 


THIS IS THE UNIVERSAL TESTI- 
MONY of those who have suffered from 
CHRONIC BRONCHITIS, COUGHS, 
COLDS, OR ANY FORM OF WAST- 
ING DISEASES, after they have tried 


EMULSION 
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Of Pure Cod Liver Oil and 
HYPOPHOSPHITES 
—Of Lime and Soda,.— 
{37 1S ALMOST AS PALATABLE 
{48 MILK, IT 1S 4 WONDERFUL 
) FLESH PRODUCER, It is used and 
endorsed by Physicians, Avoid all , 
imitations or substitutions, Sold by § 
all Druggists at 50¢, and $1.00. \ 
SCOTT & BOWNE, Belleville, 
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time 
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M. C.,_ 186 ADELAIDE ST. 
Ont. 


DUNN'S 
CUSTARD 
POWDER 
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Free Bottle of my infallible 
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Hon, G. W. ALLAN 


TORONTO President. 


nsERVATOpy 


FIFTH YEAR 
FALL TERM OPENS SEPTEMBER 1 
Artists and Teachers graduating courses in ALL 


BRANCHES of Music. UNIVERSITY AFFILIATION. 
Scholarships, Diplomas, Certificates, Medals, &c. 


School of Elocution and Oratory 


Comprising one and two year courses, under the direction 
of Mr. 8. H. CLARK, a special feature. (Special Calendar 
issued for this department ) 

New 120 Page Conservatory Calendar cent free to any 
EDWARD FISHER, Musicai Director, 
Cor. Yonge Street and Wilton Avenue. 
Mention this paper. 
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INCORPARATED 1891 





— 


TORONTO COLLEGE OF MUSIC, Ltd. 
In affiliation with the University of Toronto. 


Groner Goopsruam, Esq. - . President 
Musical education in all its branches. FALL TERM 
= on Thursday, Sept. 5. Intending pupils will do 
to register as early as possible. Information and 
calendar sent upon application to the University Director. 
F. H. TORRINGTON, 12 and 14 Pembroke St. 





WW O. FORSYTH Studied the Piano 
e with the great German teachers— Krause, Rut- 
hardt and Zwintcher ; theory with S. Jadassohn, Schreck, 
Hofmann (of Leipsic) and Dr. Paul Kleugel of 
Stuttgardt. Teaches but two subjects—piano playiog and 
. Every care given to piano pupils, both profes- 

and amateur, and the most = methods taught 

in developing a perfect technique, interpretation and style. 
Terente College of Masic or 112 College Street. 


HERBERT L CLARKE, Cornet Soloist 

Bandmaster of Heintzman’s Band, teacher Cornet 
and Slide Trombone. Music c»pied and arranged for or- 
chestra and Military band. Open for engagements as con- 
cert soloist, or will furnish avy number of artists for even- 
ing entertainments. 603 Spadina Avenue. 


ISS WOOLRYCHE, 
Graduate of Leipzig (stadied with Teichmuller, 
Z vintacher, Quasdorf). Experienced teacher. Will receive 
pupils in Piano and Harmony at her residence, 120 Robert 
street, Toronto. Open for concert engagements. 


Miss E. A. DALLAS 
Graduate of the Toronto Conservatory of Music. 


Piano, Violin and Theory 


Students prepared for examinations at Toronto Conser- 
vatory of Music and Trinity University. 


90 Maitland Street 


S H, CLARK 
™ DIRECTOR 
Conservatory School of Elocution 
(Open for Concert engagements and evenings of Readings ) 
532 Church Street 
ISS MARGUERITE DUNN, BE. 


Graduate of the Nationa! Schoo! of Elocution and 
Oratory, Philade)ph.a, 


Teacher of Kloeution and Voiee Culture 


Open for concert engagements and evenings of reading 
369 Wilton Avenue 


M® F, WARRINGTON, 


BARITONE 


Choirmaster of Sherbourne Street Methodist Church, To- 
ronto, will receive pupils in Voice Culture, at his residence, 
12 Seaton Street, Toronto. 

Open for concert engagements. 


R. J. W. F. HARRISON 


@rganist and Choirmaster of St. Simon’s Church and Musical 
Director of the Ontario Ladies’ College, Whitby. 


@rgen, Piano and Harmony 
94 Gloucester Street 


M* E. W. SCHUCP, Baritone, 








Will resume instructions in Voice Culture and the Art of 
Singing at his residence, 


Monday, September 7. 


Choirmaster Church cf the Redeemer. 
Oonductor Harmony (operatic) Ciub. 
Conductor University Glee Club. 
Conductor Osgoode Glee Club. 


ISS MARIE C. STRONG 
t R(MO-CONTRALTO 


3 Avenue Street 


OP&N FOR 
CONCERT ENGAGEMENTS 


Also receives pupils in Voice Culture. Teacher of vocal 
culture at Brantford Ladies’ College. For terms address— 
175 College Ave., Toronte 


LOYD N. WATKINS 

303 Church Street 
Phorough instruction erm Guitar, Mandolin and 
ither. 


STAMMERING 


CHURCH'S AUTO-VOCE METHOD. No fees in 
advance. 249 Jarvis Street, Torontc, Ont. 





WALTER DONVILLE 


TEACHER OF VIOLIN 
Pupil of Prof. Carrodus, Trinity College, London, Eng. 
$ Buchanan &t., and Toronte College of Music 


MISS VEALS’ 


BOARDING AND DAY SCHOOL 


FOR YOUNG LADIES 
50 and 52 Peter Street, Toronto 


Courses or Srupy — English, Mathematics, Classics, 
Modern Languages. Superior anaes in Music and 
Art Resident native German and French teachers. Home 
care and refinement combined with discipline and thorough 
mental! training. 


~ Canada Life Building. 


French, German, Spanish, and Italian, 


The Ingres-Coutellier School of 
Modern Languages. 














Classes Baginning Just Now. Beginners and Ad- 
vanced Classes. Literary Courses. 


Special Classes and Special Fees for Children. 
A regular bureau of TRANSLATION is established. 
NATURAL METHOD 
Apply for large Circulars. 
GUNBEAMS 
ELDRIDGE STANTON, Photographer 


116 Yonge Street and | Adelaide Street West 


Photographs of all sizes 
Sunbeams $1 por des. 


NATIVE TEACHERS 








tice or office work. 


MR W. EDGAR BUCK, Bass Soloist 
Formerly pupil cf Manuel Garcia, London, Eng. 


Musical Director Toronto Vocal Society 
PUPILS RECBIVFD IN 


Singing, Voice Development and Elocution 
In the Italian Lyric and Dramatic School. 


Engagements accepted for Concerts, Oratorio, Church 
Choire, & Residence, 555 church Street. 


ME: W. E. FAIRCLOUGH 
Fellow of the College of Organiste, London, Eng., 
snd Organist and Choirmaster of All Saints’ Church, To- 
tonto, is prepared to give lessons in Organ and Piano play- 
ing, Singing, Harmony, &c. 7 
“fi. airclough undertakes to prepare candidates for 
musical examinations. Address— 
TORONTO COLLEGE OF MUSIO. 


(LATE OF THE ROYAL 
A. S, VOG Conservatoire, Leipaig, 
ermany) Organist and Choirmaster Jarvis St. Baptist 
Church, Toronto, teacher of 
Piano, Organ and Musical Theory 
at the Toronto College of Music 
Residence 349 Jarvis Street. 


RS. DRECHSLER ADAMSON 
VIOLINISTE, will retura from Szotlan { about Sept. 
25 and resume teaching at her residence, 23 Glen Road, 
and at the Toronto College of Music. 


W. L. FORSTER 
. Portraits a Specialty 
STUDIO 81 ai 8T. EAST ARTIST 


AMILTON. MacCARTHY, RC A., 
SCULPTOR. Artist of the Col. Williams and Ryer- 
son monuments. Ladies’ and Children’s Portraits. Studio 
12 Lombard Street, Toronto. 











6 and 8 Jordan Sireet 
This well-known restaurant, having been recently en- 
larged and refitted, offers great inducements to the public. 
The Dining-room is commodious and the Bill of Fare care- 
fully arranged and choice. while the WINES and LIQUORS 


Telephone 1000.” “HENRY MORGAN, Proprietor. 
"THOMAS MOFFATT 
Fine Ordered Boots and Shoes 
A good fit guaranteed. Prices moderate. Strictly first-class. 
a 145 Yonge Street, Toronto 





HOMEOPATHIC PHARMACY 


394 Yonge Street, Toronte 


Keeps in stock Pure Hommopathic Medicines, in Tinctures. 
Dilutions, and Pellets. Pure Sugar of Milk Globules. 
Books and Family Medicine Cases from $1 to $12. Orders 
for Medicines and Books promptly attended to. Send for 


Pamphlet. D. L. THOMPSON, Pharmacitst. 


McCAUSLAND & SON’S 
' WALL PAPER 


IMPORTATIONS 


ARE UNEXCELLED FOR VARIETY AND BEAUTY 
OF DESIGN. ALL GRADE AND PRICES 


76 KING STREET WEST 
TORONTO 


THE MERCHANTS’ RESTAURANT 
























WALKING SHOES 


FOR SPRING TRADE 


There will be a larger trade than ever 
in these goods this year. We always 
lead in Variety, Style, Durability. 


See our stock before purchasing 
elsewhere. 


H. & C. BLACHFORD 


87 and 89 King 
Street East 
Terento 















Pickles’ Shoes for Chi!dren. 





Boys’ Shoes $1 up 
dn 1g 18 sa0ug sjuin 


Just the thing for school wear. 


Pickles’ Shoe Parlor, 328 Yonge Street 


REMINGTON 
STANDARD 
TYPEWRITER 





The Leading Edueational Institutions 


are adopting the Remington to the exclusion of all 
other Typewriters. 


Machines sent to any part of Ontario on rental for prac- 
GEORGE BENGOUGG. 


Telephone 1207. 4 Adelaide Street West, Toronto. 


Scotch Farmer's 





She Spoke Without Thinking. 


This One—Do you know, Mits Honeydew—er—Dolly—you are the first girl I have ever kissed ! 
Dolly (incredulously)—Oh, that’s just what they all say! 








|The Home Savings & Loan Co. Ltd 


OFFICE: 18 CHURCH STREET, TORONTO 


$500,00 to loan on Mo. all and large 


oad , —, ee rates of interest 

rms of repayment. No valuation fee oc i 

HON. FRANK SMITH, JAMES MASON, 
President Manager. 








J. YOUNG 


LEADING UNDERTAKER 


347 Yonge Street, Toronto, 
TELEPHONE 679. 


THE 






POSTED 


KEEP : 
MANITOBA 
NORTH-WEST 


READ 


Free Farms 
North-West Farmer 
What 100 Farmers Say 
Dairy Farming Mining and 
Ranching 
Success 


TO BE OBTAINED FREE BY WRITING 
OR CALLING ON 


W. R. CALLAWAY 


18 King Street West. 





Sir Joho A. Macdonald's 


"VARSITY SCHOTTISCHE 


A very pretty and popular schottisohe 


first class music house, and all the 
most Poputar Vocau and Ixsrru- 
MENTAL Music carried in stock- 


WHALEY, ROYCE & CO. 








































NEW DENTAL OFFICE MEDICAL. 
Lately opened by M. F. SMITH D®. MURRAY McFARLANE 
DISEASES 


(Late over Molsons Bank) is superior to anything of the 
kind in this country in the perfectness of its fittings, etc., 
as well as comfortable accommodation. 


Canada Life Assurance Building, King St. West 


Office hours—9 a.m. to 9 p.m, 


EYE, EAR, NOSE AND THROAT 
Temporary office—1 Bloor Street East, cor. Yonge. 
Consultation houre—10 to 12 a.m., 4 to 6 p.m. 

TELEPHONE No 8806. 
D® C. C. JOB, 74 Pembroke Street 
Romeopathist and Medical Electrician 
Asthma, Epilepsy, St. Vitus Dance, Diabetes, Unging 
Pectoris, Neuralgia, Dyspesia, Constipation and all chronic 
difficult or obscure diseases. 


LADIES—All displacements and enlargements of the 
womb cured. Treatment new and pleasant. 


R. SPILSBURY—Diseases of Throat, 
Nose and Ear. 
210 Huron Street, first door north College 
Consultation hours— 9 to 11 a.m., and 2 to 4 p.m. 


R. YOUNG, L.R.C.P., London, Eng. 


Physician and Surgeon 


Residence 145 College Avenue, Hours 12 till 
8 p.m., and Sundays. Teléphone 3499. 

Office 26 McCaul Street. Hours 9 till 11 a.m., and 
7till9 p.m. Telephone 1685. 





WILL ADMINISTER THE “VITALIZED AIR” OR 

** Nitrous Oxide Gas,” free during the months of May 
and June. This offer holds only for a short time, 
and applies only to those getting in =. Remember, 
“ Air or Gas,” and extracting absolutely free. Best teeth 
on rubber, $8 ; on celluloid, $10. 


CG. H. RIGGS, cor. King and Yonge 


TELEPHONE 147 





C A. RISK 


DENTIST 
Graduate and Medalist of Royal College of Dental Sugeons 
86 Yonge Street, near King Street 





First-class patronage colicited. 
HN B. HALL, M.D. id arvis 
DR. MCLAUGHLIN |Join.” "Senaoratuier > 
Specia|ties—Diseases of Children and Nervous Diseases 
DENTIST of Women. Office hours—11 to 12 a.m. and 4 to 6 p.m. 


MARRIAGE LICENSES. 
OSEPH LAWSON, Issuer of Marriage 


Licenses. 
Office, 4 King Street East. 
Evenings at residence, 461 Church Street. 


C=O. BAKIN, Issuer of Marriage Licenses 
Court House, Adelaide Street 
and 146 Carlton Street 


MILLINERY 


See our complete and wel! 

assorted stock for this season. 

Na) Latest and leading styles, 

newest designs. Artistically 

fashioned to meet the re 

quirements of each customer 
Dress and Mantle 

Making Our Art 

Perfect fit, combined with 

elegant style and fine work 

Leave orders early to ensure 

prompt attention. 


DRESS CUTIING 
taught daily , a our New 


Corner College and Yonge Streets 


Special attention to the preservation of the natural teeth 











Tailor System. nd for il 
lustrat circular. Induce: 
is fee ments to agents. 
Established 1860 
3. & A. CARTER, 372 Yonge St. - Torente 


DRESSMAKERS’ 
Magic Scale 


The Tailor System of Cut- 
ting Improved and 
Simplified 
COMPLETE IN ONE PIECE 


MISS CHUBB, Gen. Agt. 
Waist Linings and Dresses Cut 


CORSETS 


made to order. Satisfaction guar- 
anteed. 





/ 


2561-2 YongeSt. 4 


(Just south of Trinity §q.) 


TAKE THE FAST STEAMER 


Empress of India 


Daily at 7.30 a.m. and 3 40 p.m. from Geddes’ Wharf, for 


St. Catharines, Niagara Falls, Buf- 
falo, New York 


and all points east. Tickets at all G. T. R. and Empress 
Ticket Offices. Very low rates to Excursion parties. 


“FLORILINE” 


FOR THE TEETH AND BREATH 





Endorsed by the following well-known Toronto dentists 
Dr. A. W. Spaulding 
Dr. C. P. Lennc x 
Dr. F. H. Sefton 
Dr. J. A. Mills 


PREPARED BY 


Neil C. Love & Co. 


CHEMISTS AND PERFUMERS 
166 Yonge Street 





RAND NATIONAL 
Hack and Cou 


Stables, 108 Mutual St 

Repdeame turnoute 

any time day or nighs. 
Telephone 2104 


nae em dtll ie ri Arthur M. Bowman 


wy Wa 


NORMA 
Swe ss 
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J. & JU. LUGSDIN |_| am -Z 
THE LEADING q Wie Saas 40 

° o ! 20 

Hatters and Furriers a #6 
101 Yonge Street TORONTO |& ; mm 
Telephone No, 2575 s is 

JAMES PAPE iu a2 
FLORAL ARTIST! zl 
78 Yonge Street, Toronte oS 

Three doors north of King Street. x a 
pSkecaiegor Weddings and Evening Patien, Panera | © E 
oo a a 
-: NEW MUSIC :-: /9 " 
RIGHT HON, — 





FUSERAL MARCH 
By Chas. Bohner...... Price 40c 


By 8S. D. Schultz...... Price 350 





We carry everything found in a 





TaWRiGht & 
72 QUEEN Sr. East 


158 Yonge St., Toronto TORONTO. 
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Social and Personal. 
(Continued from Page Two.) 


‘cook Buffalo as their first stopping place. Con- 
tulations and good wishes have been re- 
coived by the happy couples from the four cor- 
ners of the earth, chiefly in the shape of elab- 
orate and costly wedding gifts. Among those 
are a magnificent marble clock, several fish and 
carving sets, a set of silver dish covers, three 
beautiful and dainty five o'clock tea sets, silver 
dessert and vegetable dishes of every descrip- 
tion, innumerable spoons, knives, and forks, 
three silver sugar bowls, a quantity of hand- 
gome Doulton china; fancy work of every 
everything of which the 
is capable of 
conceiving as a wedding present was there 
these a substantial 
number of cheques and a large amount of 
family plate and jewelry were presented to the 
prides by theie relatives, and a pretty pair of 
carved bread trenchers and knives from Mar- 
garet and Kate Whitely, attached servants of 
the paternal residence. Tae list of presents 
and their donors would occupy an extra page 
of SATURDAY Niecut to fully record. Perhaps 
the most original and dainty of all was a set 
of silken serviettes, each bearing an exquisite 
hand-painted view of some beauty spot in 
America, and some sparkling cut-glass dishes 
of American manufacture, but rivalling the 


gra 


kind, in fact 
mind of man or woman 


represented. Besides 


far-famed speci nens of France. 
* 


A quiet and elegant wedding took place yes- 
terday at St. Paul’s Church, Bloor street east, 
when Mr. B. Homer Dixon, Consul-General of 


the Netherlands, and Emilie Henrietta Maud, 
youngest daughter of the late George Caston 


of Caston, Norfolk, England, were united in 
marriage by Rev. T. C. Des Barres, rector of 


the church, The invited guests, with the rela- 


tives of the married parties were: Sir Thomas 
and Lady Galt and Mrs. Des Barres, Professor 
and Mrs. Goldwin Smith, Mr. and Mrs. James 


Henderson, the Misses Minnie, Katie, and 


Ida Dixon, Mr. H. Dixon, Mr. and Mrs, Francis 


Robinson, Captain and Miss Caston and Mr. 
H. E. Caston. The bride was richly attired in 
navy blue costume and diamond ornaments, 
and looked stately and distinguished. The 
bride and groom left by the afternoon 
train for the White Mountains, and upon their 
return will take vp their residence at Home- 


wood, a 


Mrs. Philip Drayton has returned from her 
visit to the Old Country. 
* 


On Tuesday evening Mr. James Somers, 
eldest son of Mr. Frank Somers, was married 
to Miss Maggie Carr, daughter of Mr. Thomas 
Carr, J. P., of Avenue road. The ceremony 
took place in the Central Methodist church, 
Rev. W. D. Maxwell officiating. The brides- 
maids were Miss Maggie Somers and Miss 
Jessie Campbell, and the groomsmen, Messrs. 
Harry Carr and Frank Somers, jr. 


Mr. Martland, late of Upper Canada College, 
who has been visiting friends in Hamilton, 
left on Monday evening for Quebec to take the 
new Dominion line steamship Labrador for 
Liverpool. Mr. Martland expects to return to 
Canada early in November. 

* 


Mr. Godfrey Bird, who for some years past 
has been on the inspector’s staff of the Bank of 
Toronto, has received the appointment of 
manager of that bank’s branch at Gananoque, 
and leaves immediately to enter upon his new 


duties. 
. 


Prof. F. Boscovitz has come to Toronto for 
the musical season, and is at the Arlington. 
2 


Miss Richards of Montreal, the conductress 
of the cooking classes, is in the city. 
* 


Mr. S. Wissler, lately on the staff of the 
Bank of British North America, is visiting at 


111 Rose avenue. ¢ 


Mr, Lafferty of Calgary, who has been visit- 
ing Toronto, has left for Winnipeg. In Decem- 
ber he will return to Toronto. 


The Fresh Air Fund are planning an excur- 
sion for one thousand poor children to the 


Exposition and wili be glad of donations to 
Provide them with a lunch during their visit. 
+ 


Colonel and the Misses Milligan, of Dover- 
court road, have been enjoying a holiday in 
Muskoka. < 


Mr. W. Edgar and Madame Harriette Buck 
have returned from their summer tour, and 
are organizing their classes for music and 
French at 555 Church street. 


RT 
Mr. W. A. Murray, one of Toronto’s oldest 
citizens and leading business men, died on 
Monday last at a ripe old age. All classes 
of men and women in our city have 
been familiar with the well preserved 


and debonnaire old gentleman, who was 





One of the brightest and most companion- 
able of men, A successful and exceptionaliy 
judicious business man, a kind and generous 


friend and a useful citizen has gone to his rest, 
= - behind him universal respect and 
re 


TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. if 


-- THE BON MARCHE - - 
The Great Bankrupt-Stock Emporium 


—————— WILL OFFER TO-DAY AND DURING EXHIBITION 


a A BANKRUPT STOCK OF qe 
LADIES AND GENT’S UNDERWEAR 


——- CONSISTING OF 


Ladies Fine Scotch Lambs Wool, Cashmere and Merino Undervests and Drawers, 
—Black Cashmere and Silk Hosiery—Best Quality of French Kid Gloves in all the 
leading makes—Cashmere Gloves—Silk Lisse Embroidered Handkerchiefs—Irish 
Linen Handkerchiefs—Hem-stitched Handkerchiefs—Mourning Handkerchiefs— 
Shoulder Wraps and Shawls—and quantities of other goods for ladies’ wear too 
numerous too mention here—Will be sold for one-half of the original value. 


6> FOR GENTLEMEN @i 


Gent’s Fine Scotch Lambs’ Wool, Cashmere, and Merino Socks—Fine White 
Laundried and. Unlaundried Shirts—Collars—Cuffs—Suspenders—Ties—Scarfs— 
Silk Umbrellas—Dressing ae cata toe Jackets—Silk Handkerchiefs—Linen 
Irish Handkerchiefs—&c.—now selling here for about half price. 


STRANGERS VISITING YOUR HOMES can easily make their RAILWAY EX- 
PENSES by shopping here during this cheap sale, as it is one of the very best 





Out of Town. 


NIAGARA-ON THE LAKE, 


The only event of any importance last week 
was a very jolly little party at the Anchorage 

ven in honor of the twelfth anniversary of 

aster Joe Syer’s birthday. Dancing and 
games of every description were merrily in- 
dulged in until twelve o'clock, when the 
young host of the evening led the way into 
the long dining-room where a most sumptuous 
supper had been prepared, In the center of 
the table, which was arranged and decorated 
most artistically, towered a huge pyramid of 
exquisite flowers, beside which stood the 
twelve-tiered birthday cake surrounded by ices 
and delicacies of every description. Little 
tables with softly shaded lamps stood every- 
where, at which, two and two, the merry little 
guests were seated jn the most approved 
fashion. Among the fitfle ones present were : 
Miss Lillian Anderson, Miss Florence and 
Master Charlie Heward, Miss Mary Garrett, 
Master Walter Kingsmill, Master Gault and 
Miss Annis Kingsmill, Master Willie and Miss 
Lizzie Alma, while among the older ones who 
helped to amuse the children and who seemed 
to enjoy the games as thoroughly as the juven- 
iles were: Miss Winnie Kingsmill, Miss 
Madeleine Geale, Miss Alice and Miss .Edith 
Hewavd, and Miss Jessie Montgomery. The 
guests departed about one o'clock with the 
most cordially expressed wishes for the future 
of their charming young host. 

Mrs. and the Misses Montgomery of Huron 
street, Toronto, were last week the guests of 
Mr. E. Syer. 

Rev, F. M.and Mrs. Baldwin, who have been 
spending the summer in town, have returned 
to Aylmer. i 

Mr. Morgan Baldwin and family have re- 
turned to Toronto. 

Mrs, and Miss Millsom are at Doyle’s. 

The Queen’s Royal and Chautauqua hotels 
have closed. 

Miss Shanklin is spending a few days with 
friends in town. GALATEA, 
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The “ Tiffany's” of Canada. 


The old established jewelry firm of J. E, 
Ellis & Co., well known throughout Canada, 
have always shown the enterprise of a first- 
class business house, and their latest move is 
worthy of a firm with such a high reputation. 
They have recently purchased and fitted up the 
store in King street, adjoining their old stand 
on the corner, and in this they now occupy one 
of the best equipped jewelry establishments on 
the continent. 

The new premises are fitted up in a style of 
elegant simplicity, and they embody all the 
latest improvements now in vogue for jewelry 
houses of the best standing. The fittings 
throughout are cherry and plate glass, and 
were made especially for greater convenience 
than the firm hitherto had in serving a largely 
increased number of patrons. 

The Messrs, Ellis have had a life’s experi- 
ence in this business, and it is the best points 
to be gathered from such an experience that 
are put into use. Their stocks of goods in the 
different lines are the most complete of any 
house in Canada, embracing fine watches, 
diamonds, sterling silverwear, French clocks, 
bronzes, etc., that can be purchased in the 
English, European and American markets, 
from which sources they have imported espe- 
eeelty for their new premises, No. 3 King street 

as 
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Everything in connection with this fine es- 
tablishment is on the order of neatness. Al- 
though the goods are of so rich a quality, their 
display is made with that modesty and taste so 
becoming to a first-class house. The windows 
are decorated as no other windows are, and the 
artistic taste in the display therein would 
alone stamp the firm as a solid one. 

The Messrs. Ellis extend a hearty invitation 
to the thousands of visitors to the Queen Cit 
during the two weeks of Exhibition, an 
whether or not they be purchasers the firm 
will be pleased to show them their wares. 


—_————_-_s+ eo ____—_—_—— 
A Young Canadian Merchant. 


HOW MR. FRANK TAGGART HAS SPENT HIS 
FIRST QUARTER CENEURY. 


Mr. Frank S. Taggart, one of the most active 
and brainy of Toronto's citizens, who during 
his short business career—he is only 25— 
has made a reputation all over Canada as 
one of the shrewdest men in the jewelry 
trade, has resigned his position as director 
and general manager of the Charles Stark 
Company and opened out business for himself 
in the handsome warehouse, 89 King street 
west. He will dealin the same 8 as are 
papayeent the Stark Company. r. Taggart 
is a capital example of the best type of young 
Canadians. Born up near the shores of Huron, 
educated in the Toronto public schools, at the 
age of the fourteen he entered the service 











BANKRUPT STOCKS we have handled for years. 
I HE BON MARCHE xincste 
King St. East 
CREME FOR THE COMPLEXION Do 
CREME DE VENUS has no re = readily removes skin blemishes 
DE SE SVEERP Ses PO eats sateen tare Se You want 
metic, but a scientific remedy. ° 
HAVE YOU A HEADACHE? 
a Ait Yoda NeveSME Fen THOSE STANDARD REMEDIES. MANTL E 
at 
’ 
PIANOS McKENDRY’S ? 
FOR 
HIRE ee 
AT 
The newest ideas 
Parties desiring pianos for hire for the coming season will The closest prices 
please notify us of their requirements as soon as possible, so as — 
to prevent disappointment later on. 
; Mason & RiIscu, 


FRECKLES, TAN, BROWN SPOTS. Etc. 
TRY GERMAN HEADCAHE POWDER. Instant relief is guaranteed. a 
VENUS Se eee steerer mas eae 
The best assortment. 
MASON & RISCHS 
32 King Street West. 







Our showroom is_ brimful of 





novelties in childrens, maids and 





ladies’ mantles. Nothing but the 






choicest goods kept in stock, but 





of Mr. Stark and within two years was . 

acting as buyer in the New York and the prices are kept well down 
eastern manors. swe years later, wane ! 

ta aes entens| ~FALL BULBS fin the range otgpdiny good 
urope as buyer for Mr. Stark, and the follow- within the range of ordinary goods. 


ing year, while the C. P. R. wss still uncom- 
pleted, he crossed the Rockies to the Pacific 
slope and established trade there. Returning 
he organized the Toronto Watch Case Co., 
making the first gold and silver watch cases 
turned out in the Dominion. That business he 
operated until the present year, when he sold 
it. Now he starts upon a more extensive one, 
and will deal in watches, clocks, diamonds, 
silverware, guns, munitions of war and athletic 
supplies. 


112 YONGE STREET 


MISS HOLLAND 


Desires to intimate to her custo- 
mers and ladies generally that, 
having associated herself in busi- 
ness with Miss Durry, long and 
favorably known in the Mantle 
trade, they will together open a 
showroom for MANTLE and Dress- 
MAKING in connection with MILLin- 
ERY, where ladies may see a large 
selection of ManTLes, JACKETs and 
ULsTERs in the newest makes and 
all sizes, which, together with 
reasonable prices, will place them in the fore- 
front of the trade. Miss Duffy, being cele- 


brated for her CUT, FIT and FINISH, ladies 
will find it to their advantage to inspect. their 


FOR THE 


Window Garden, Conservatory, Outdoor Garden 


MILLINERY 


hep ae Bron Several new pattern Hats and 


grown bulbs; if you 
admire flowering 
bulbs; if you love 
flowers of any kind 


Bonnets to hand, also hundreds of 


new ideas in Aigrettes feathers, 





Send for our trimmings, &c. We lead the trade 


in elegant millinery goods, that is 


Look out 





conceded on all hands. 
PATENT SECURED IN CANADA. 


It is fixed on the lining under the drapery, and is worked 
from the outside much more easily with one hand than 


ith two. 
= raise the dress behind, meee 


for our regular Fall opening. 


McKENDRY'’S 


202 YONGE STREET 


6 Doors North of Queen 


Catalogue 


All thas is necessary is to 

whatever place it is let go the sliding catch and the - 
pender otbometically fixes itself and sustains the dress at 
any desired height from the ground ; indeed, so simple is it 
in operation, that this can be done quite we!l, even with an 
ulster on. No dress complete without it. To be had at 
W. A. Murray & Co.’s and R, Walker & Sons 

WHOLESALE AGENTS FOR TORONTO : 
FLETT & LOWNDES 


The Automatic Dress Suspender Co. 
GUELPH, ONT. 


PROF. DAVIS’ 


Academy of Dancing 


Address on post- 
# card will do. 


DON'T WAIT A MINUTE. SEND NOW 
THE STEELE BROS. CO., Ltd. 


130 and 132 King St. East, Toronto 
Mention this paper. 


DR. BILL 
The Great Laugh Provoker 


SURE CURE FOR THE BLUES 







































































stock before purchasing, all the goods being 
entirely new. The latest designs shown in 
Paris, London and New York will be found to 
meet the taste of those desiring fashionable 
garments for Fall and Winter wear. 
Newest Styles in Millinery now on view. 


FRENCH WILLINERY EMPORIUM 


63 King Street Wes'—(up stairs) 
Opposite Mail Office. 


MRS. A. BLACK, wa 


We are now prepared to show a full and complete assort- 
ment of 


FALL AND WINTER MILLINERY 


i ad to i 
Ladies will fod Rs io edratege inspect our goods 








Will administer his new samenten Cure for One Week 
at 


Grand Opera House 


COMMENCING 


MONDAY, SEPT. 14 


Matinees Wednesday and Saturday 


102 Wilton Ave. 
ESTABLISHED - 1859 





Classes for Juveniles, Ladies 
and Gentlemen always form- 
iog and in pr<gress. 


33rd Season Now Open 


100 &102 Bav STREET 
TORONTO, —*+— 














Wabash Line. anaes W HEN wanting a carriage 
The banner route. Only 14 hours Toronto to oasis Bie , 
Chica , 24 hours to St. Louis, 35 hours to Kan- His Double. of any description don’t 


sas City. Quickest and best route from Canada North—Is it true that you eleped with old 
to the west. The only line reanieg the Palace F 


Scroggs daughter? fail to call at our repository and 
Eas! meseettnet is just what I should like to 


Finest ehteping and cosir carson earth. Ask | know. see the LARGEST and FINEST 
rnearest ticket agent for tickets and time mata baat yao yl the ratiroaa | display of all kinds of vehicles in 


this line, J. A, Richardson, Cana- 
Sie peavanaee agent, 38 Adelaide street east, | tickets, the agent wouldn't taks a cent, and 


Toronto. handed me Scroggs’ mileage book. ' the Dominion. 















It was during their auido ‘that Angelo 
and Sophia were overtaken by a thunder 


storm. 
Angelo—And was his little pet afraid of the 


thunder ? 

Sophia—Oh, no, Angelo; by your side (kiss) 
I am afraid of nothing ! 

————— eee 

The sale of pattern mantles at D. Grant & 
Co.’s, 206 and 208 Yonge street, begins on Mon 
day next. The designs are elegant and the 
value first-class, 


DENTISTRY. 
R. A. F. WEBSTER, Dental Surgeon 


Gold Medalist in Practical Dentistry R. ©. D. 8. 
Office—N. E. cor. Yonge and Sloor, , Toronto. Tel. 3868. 
D® J. FRANK ADAMS, Dentist 
325 College Street 
Telephone 2278. 
G. L. BALL, DENTIST 
Honor Graduate of Session '83 and '84. 
74 Gerrard Street East, Toronto. 
D® CAPON 
12 Carlten Stree 
L.D.S., 


t 
Toronto i. sae D.D.S., 
» New York. 


LANOLING CREAM 


* REMOVSS 


Tel. 2266 
Tel. 3821 
Philadelphia ; 


Tan, Sunburn, Freckles, Rough- 
ness, Redness and Hardness of 
the Skin, and Prevents 
Wrinkles 


PREPARED ONLY AT 


Bingham's Pharmacy 


100 Yonge Street 


The Cradle, the Altar and the Tomb 


Births. 


BLIZARD—At Toronto, on August 29, Mrs. W. Howard 
Blizard—a daughter. 

CLERK—At Montreal, on September 6, Mrs. Ronzo H. 
Cierk- a daughter. 

MOY ES—At Toronto, on September 1, Mrs. J. W. Moyee 
—a daughter. 

STONE—At Toronto, on September 4, Mrs. Henry A. 
Stone—a son. 

SEYLER —-0Oa August 31, Mrs. Wm. H. Seyler—a son. 

DONALD—At Toronto, on September 4, Mrs. Richard 
Donald—a son. 

BROUSE—At Toronto, on September 4, Mrs. W. H. 
Brouse—a son. 

TINDALL—At Parry Sound, on August 26, Mrs. W. B. 
Tindall—a daughter. 

BALL—At Toronto, Mrs. E. Ball—a 
daughter. 

THOMAS—At Torcnto, on September 5, Mrs. Arnold W. 
Tocmas—a daughter. 

DEWDNEY—Oa September 3, Mrs. A. A. Dewdney—a 


on August 30, 


son. 

— Toronto, on September 5, Mre. Wm. Kerr—a 
daughter. 

MOU ‘AT. B'GGS—At sae Junction, on August 31, 
Mrs. J. M. Mouat-Biggs—a 

ATKINSON—At Richmond. ‘Hill, on September 3, Mra. 
Will D Atkinson—a son. 

BERKINSHAW—At Toronto, on September 2, Mrs. R. J. 
Berkioshaw—a son. 

HOWARTH—At Toronto, on September 2, Mrs. F. 
Howarth—a son. 

REDDAN—At Toronto, on September 3, Mrs. Wm. J. 
Reddan—a son. 

WOODS —At Toronto, on August 28, Mrs. S. W. Woode— 


a son. 
BELL—At Montreal, on September 1, Mrs. Andrew Bell 


—& son. 
PEARSON—At Toronto, on August 27, Mrs. Alfred 
George Pearson—a daughter. 
BOURINOT—At Ottawa, 

George Bourirot—a son, 
GAGE—At Toronto on August 29, Mrs. W. J. Gage—a 


daughter. 


on September 1, Mrs Jobn 


Marriages. 

BATTERSBY—PATTERSON—At Stratford, on Septem- 
bez 1, Rev. W. H. Battersby to Edith Beatrice Patterson. 

DIXON—CASTON—At Toronto, on September 8, Homer 
Dixou to Emilie Henriette Maud Caston. 

FARTHING—KEMP—At Toronto, on September 8 Rev 
J.C Farthing to Elizabeth Mary Kemp. 

MERCER ADAM—BROWN—At Clapham, on August 20, 
Graeme Mercer Adam to Frances Isabel Brown. 

POS T—HUGGARD —At Toronto, on September 8, Albert 
A. Post to Maggie Huggard. 

WIN ANS—KEMP—At Toronto, on September 8, Freder- 
ick S. Winans to Gertrude May Kemp. 

JACKSON—SHEPPARD—At Toronto, 
James T. Jackson to Emma B — 

BENNETT—McDONELL—At Exeter, on August} 26, 
Earnest A. Bennett to Alma M. B. McDonell. 

PAINCHAUD—TRAYE3—On September 8, J. 
Painchaud to Agnes E. Traves. 

PHILIP—LIND ;AY—At Wi wipeg, onSeptember8, David 
Philip to Tilley Lindsay. 

COLGAN—KERBY— At Hamilton, on September 1, Thos. 
N. Colgan to Minnie E. Kerby. 


on August 27, 


Eudore 


COOK—LUKE—At Montreal, on August 25, J. Edwin 


Cook to Ella M Luke. 

PEARD—GRUBB—At New York, on August 12, James 
Peard to Caroline Grubh 

CHISHOL“Y—CAMERON—At Toronto, on September 1, 
Th mae Alexander Chisholm to Lina Gwendoline Cameron. 

WEEKS— EDWARDS—At Cannington, on September |, 
Charles dgar Weekes to Clara A. M. Edwards. 

BRY saNT—GORMAN—At Chicago, op August 27, Niles 
Bryant to Jennie Gorman. 

LEWDNEY—HONSBERGER —At Banda, on September 
2, Rev. A. D. Dewdney to Kathleen Honsberger. 

SCOTT—MILLARD—At Newmarket, on September 2, C. 
8S W. Scott to Lena Millard. 

PERRY—MANDIBLE—At Chicag>, on August 24, W. A. 
Perry to Nellie Mandible. 

STOPELLBEN—HARRIS—At Meaford, on September 2, 
Lincoln Stopeliben to Susie Harris. 


Deaths. 


ASHDO WN—At Toronto, on September 9, Ella Winifred, 
infant daughter of Sydney ‘Ashdown. Funeral private. 
aa PMAN—On September 6, Michael Chapman, aged 


y 

COOK—At Nortam, on September 6, Mra. Mary Luck, 
aged 76 years. 

MURRAY—At Scarboro’, on September 7, W. A. Murray, 
aged 77 

SELLETT On August 27, Kathleen Agnes Jellett, aged 
17 years. 
ROS3—At Welland, on 
DaNIELS—At T.ronto, Mra. 


6 


mber 5, Mre. Emma Ro.s. 
Mary Daniels, agei 48 


yews 
DALTON—At Toronto, on August 26, William Ernest 
Dalton, aged 1 year. 
WILSON—On September 2, John Wilson, aged 76 yeare. 
MOR RIS—At saenaen, on September 4, Thomas W. 


Moat, - oe a — 
oronto, on September 1, Mary Gertrude 

ole aged 7 years 

EDWARDS—At Toronto, on September 2, Annie Eliza- 
beth Edwards, aged 21 years. 

KEABLE—At Toronto, on September 1, James Keable, 
aged 80 years. 

KERR—At Toronto, on September 2, Herbert Roy Kerr, 
aged 2 » onthe. 

LAING— 4t Wiaodsor, Alfred Laing, aged 80 years. 

McDONNELL—At Toronto, on September 1, Mre. Ann 
McD mnel!, se 

McMULLE At foronte, on September 6, Mre. Jane Mc, 
Muilem, aged 80 yeare. 





TORONTO SATURDAY NIGH‘. 


ae Toronto, Mre. Joehanna Keohoe, aged 77 
YTEGGE—At aa on September 5, Mrs. Elizabeth 


Leones aged 72 
Cc YSDALE At Tor Toronto, on September 3 Mrs. Arthur 
a vea 
v anov t Buffalo, on September 2, Joseph Grove, aged 
JOHNSON—At ew on September 2, Christopher 
Johnson, aged 47 yea 
MARRIOTT—At Sevente, on September 3, Nina Dorothy 
Marriott, aged 3 years. 
— Toronto, Marion MacGregor, aged 16 


“MeGREGOR—On Tuesday, September 1, A. ep 
REDDAN—On September 3, infant son of Wm. J. ‘and Jo 
Reddan. 
McCABE—At Toronto, on September 6, Peter Herbert 


McCabe, aged 14 months. 

CORNWALL—At’ Acton, on September 6, Rose Cornwall, 
aged 62 

DAVIS—At At London, on September 1, Wi'frid Davis, aged 
23 years. 

LYNN—At Mimico, on S&+ ptember 3, Mrs. Charles Lynn. 

O'KELLY—At Toront», on September 1, Sister Catharine 
O Kelly, aged 57 years. 

KELZ—At Toronto, John Kelz, aged 59 yea 

tesa ee Lorneville Junction, on September 5, 


A. R. Stewart, aged 55 y 
‘CHAPMAN—On September 6, Michael Chapman, aged 69 


years. 


Around the Corner 


You will find the great 
establishment of Harry 
Collins, where you can 
get the best assortment 
of Stoves, Ranges and 
General Housefurnish- 
ings in the city. It will 
to remember 





pay you 
which corner it is around, 
and it will pay you to find 
the establishment after- 
wards; for there, in the 
best equipped and ap- 
pointed store in the city, 
variety of 
housekeepers’ 
ever 


is the finest 
general 

gi ods that 
been offered, and at prices 
that will ensure a certain 
The is 
around the 
corner of 
Adelaide streets, and op- 
posite the Grand Opera 


have 


sale. address 
north - west 


Yonge and 


House. The name is one 


of the best known in the 


city. 


HA. COLLINS & 00. 


6, 8 & 10 Adelaide St. West 





Gide = 


Peeecanam ta Llonneses 


eS DESIGNED &-ENGROSSED BY; 
BFS A+ H+HOWARD RCA 
LASS, Y53 KING ST CAST 93 


“FROM 20M TEN DOLLARS UPWARDS 


a-GO0DS & pa 


Os 


Telephc at 


TIME IS MONEY 


You can get the best value in Watches 


MANUFACTURING JEWELER 


61 King Street East, opposite Toromte Street 


This Young Man’s Oecupation is Gone 


And our machines are now cleaning the 
Costly Carpets and Fine Rugs for 
the ladies of Toronto 
We would like the ladies to gay usa call and see how 
the work ie done. We are pre to do all kinds of 
ae fitting and laying (no Pie, or cape) to tear your 
ts). Grease spots removed. Open all the year. 
Or ers called for and returned to any part of the city. 
We have a special moth proof room for storing carpets. 
Send for price liste. Furniture repaired. 


Toronto Carpet Cleaning Company | . 


Cffice and Works 44 Lombard Street 
Telephone 2686 
A. S&S. PFEIFFBR & HOUGH BROS. 


NEW SUITS 
FOR THE BOYS 


Our full range of 2 and 3 piece 
suits is now in, and we can Say with- 
out the least hesitation that for 
neatness and value we never showed 
anything like it before. 

Parents should call. 


OAK HALL 


115 to 121 King Street East 
Toronto 


W. RUTHERFORD Manager 


SPECIAL NOTICE. 


Having just received by 
special importation an excep- 
tionally fine line of fabrics for 
Fall and Winter wear, at the 
old address, No. 1 
House Block. 


Genteel and Good 


Rossin 


Quiet, 
will be the essentials this sea- 


son for gentlemen's garments. 


+ 


to meet 


I am_ prepared 


these requirements for good 


dressers. 
A. 


TAYLOR, 
DESIGNER. 


THE OWEN 


HENRY 


AND APPLIANCE CO. 


Head Office . . - Chicage, sll, 
Incorporated June 17, 1887, with a Cash 
Capital of $60, 000 


71 King Street West, Toronto, Ont. 


G. C. PATTERSON, Manager for Canada 

Dr. A. Owen, after years of bog wry and study, has 
given to the world an Electric Belt that has no equal in 
thie or any other country. Fully ae by patents. 

RHEUMATISM 

is found wherever man is found, and it does not respect 
age, sex, color, rank or occupation. 

ied science has utterly failed to afford relief in 
r cases. 


Although electricity has only been in 
use as a remedial agent for a few years, it has cured more 
cases of Rheu: than all other means combined. 

Our treatment is a mild, continuous vanic current, as 


rated by the Owen Electric Bod Ww 
ea applied directly to the etldeted paste, : a 


WOMEN 
The Owen Electric Belt is par excellence the woman's 
friend, for ite merite are equal as a preventive and curative 
tor the many troubles peculiar to her sex. It is nature's 


“The following are among the diseases cured by the use 
of THE OWEN ELEOTRIO BELTS : 
Disease of the Cheet 


Im 
Sexual Exhaustion 
Paral 


Nervous Compt 
ervous plainte 
Diseases 


General 1)-Health 
CHALLENGE. 
We challenge the world to show an Electric Belt where 
the current is under the control of the patient as com- 
pletely aa this, We can use the same belt on an infant 
hat we use on « giant b roa 04 metuding the number of 
cells. The ordinary belts are 
WE ALWAYS LEAD yr NEVER FOLLOW 
Other belte have been in the market for five and ten 
jones Xenon but ear there are more Owen Belts manu- 
sold than all other makes combined. The 
want the best. 


desiring 
CHRONIO a "NERVOUS NERVOUS Diskasis 5 


ium (6) CENTS and write for 


THE OWEN ELECTRIC BI BELT C CO. 


7] King Street West, Toren Ont 
Mention this paper. » » F 


Kidney Disease 
Female Complainte 


® cure of 
Ontlionss. 


NEW 


E.FALL GOODS 


OUR MANTLE DISPLAY 


; FINER THAN EVER 


Comprising all the Novelties of this Season 


Choice Reefer Jackets, Elegant Three-quarter Coats, Plain and. 
Trimmed: with Fur. 

Lovely Oloth Capes, Trimmed with Ostrich Tips, also Braided © 
and Trimmed with Nail Heads. 


GOLDEN u-> 


INSPECTION INVITED. 


Novelty Dress Goods 


Beautiful Tweed Dress Goods, with Mohair Oheck and Stripes, 
also Spots. French designs, newest style, Ramage pattern, Black 


on Plain Color Grounds. 
Stylish Robes in newest coloring, single length only. 


INSPECTION INVITED. 


QUR MAIL ORDER DEPARTMENT 


Is a special feature, and we invite correspondence from every town in 


Canada. Samples are kept ready, cut and made up. 


R. WALKER & SONS 


88, 35 and 37 King Street Has'; 18, 20 and 22 Colborne Street. 
BEST QUALITY COAL AND WOOD 


OFFICES: 


20 King Street West 

409 Yonge Street 

793 Yonge Street 

288 Queen Street East 

578 Queen Street West 

1352 Queen Street West 

419 Spadina Avenue 

Yard Esplanade East, near Berkeley Street 
Yard Esplanade East, foot of Church Street 
Yard Bathurst Street, opposite Front Street 


ELIAS ROGERS &CO. 


BUY THE 


Celebrated Lehigh Valley 


COAL 
_|ONTARIO COAL CO. 


GENERAL OFFICE: Esplanade, Foot of Church Street. 


BRANCH OFFICES: 728 Yonge Street, 10 Kin 2 atipet aot Queen 
Street West and Subway, Corner Bathurst Street an 


PARISIAN STEAM LAUNDRY 


67 Adelaide Street West. Telephone 1127 


Goods called for and delivered to any part of the city. N.B.—Our patrons are re- 
quested not to give their Laundry to any driver not wearing uniform Cap with th 
juitials P. 63 LL. on, as we have no connection with other concerns styling themselve 


Parisian Laundry or otherwise. Yours truly, 
vars AND VIER, Props. 


. A. ROLSTIN, Manager. 


‘YT EINTZMAN & CO. 


MANUFACTURERS OF 


PIANOFORTES=— 


GRAND SQUARE UPRIGHT 


/ 


ry te 


iaU Ee laba 
eT Sa 


Their thirty-six years’ 
record the best guarantee 
of the excellence of their 
instruments. 


Our written guarantee 
for five years acecmpanies 
each Piano, 


ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE 


89 King Street West, Toronto 


SEND FOR OUR 


Warerooms : 





